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I DO not like to write a Preface. I do not think a volume 
of verse should need one. But, as my Book has reached a 
Third Edition, and as almost as much has been said about 
myself as about my Book, perhaps I may be excused, even by 
the Prefece-hater, if I do take this opportunity of saying a 
few words. T have been considerably censured for the poli- 
tical opinions which it contains — as I expected to be. Before 
printing, I was advised not to include the political pieces, as, 
it was urged, they would prove an obstacle to the success of 
my Poetry, and close the drawing-room door against me. 
And if I had looked on the success of my Book in a poetical 
light alone, I should not have printed the greater portion of 
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tlie political verses. Bnt that was not the sole point of view. 
Those verses do not express what I think and feel now, since 
thej were written some five or six years ago : yet they express 
what I thought and felt then, and what thousands beside mo 
have thought and felt, and what thousands still think and 
feel. They were the outcome of a peculiar and marked expe- 
rience. I printed the " Memoir," so that they might be read 
in the light, or gloom, of that experience, and the Book con- 
tain its own excuse. They have not read me aright, who have 
not so interpreted it. I have been blamed for the rebellious 
feelings to which the political pieces give utterance; but they 
were perfectly natural under the circumstances. Indeed, I 
look upon those same rebellious feelings as my very deliver- 
ance from a fatal slough. There are conditions in which 
many of the poor exist, where humanity must be either rebel 
or slave. For the slave, degradation and moral death are 
certain ; but for the rebel there is always a chance of becom- 
ing conqueror ; and the force to resist is far better than the 
faculty to succumb. 

" It is not," says he, " that I seek to sow dissension between 
class and class, or fling firebrands among the combustibles of 
society ; for when I smite the hearts of my fellows, I would 
rather they should gush with the heaUng waters of love, than 
with Hie fearful fires of hatred. I yearn to raise them into 
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loveable beings. I would kindle in the hearts of tlie masses 
a sense of the beauty and grandeur of the universe, call forth 
the lineaments of Divinity in their poor worn faces, give them 
glimpses of the grace and glory of Love and the marvellous 
significance of Life, and elevate the standard of Humanity for 
all. But strange wrongs are daily done in the land, bitter 
feelings are felt, and wild words will be spoken. It was not 
for myself alone that I wrote these things : it was always the 
condition of others that so often made the mist rise up and 
cloud my vision. Nor was it for myself that I have uncur- 
tained some scenes of my life to the public gaze, but as an 
illustration of the lives of others, who suffer and toil on, 
'die, and make no sign;' and because one's own personal 
experience is of more value than that of others taken upon 
heai-say." 

So I keep ray political verses as memorials of ray past, as 
one raight keep some worn-out garment because he had passed 
through the furnace in it, nothing doubting that in the future 
they will often prove my passport to the hearts and homes of 
thousands of the poor, when the minstrel comes to their door 
with something better to bring them. They will know that 
I have suffered their sufferings, wept their tears, thought their 
thought^, and felt their feelinsrs; and they will trust me. 

I have been congratulated by some correspondents on the 
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uses of snffering, aDd the riches I have wrung from Poverty : 
as though it were a blessed thing to be bom in the condition 
in which I was, and surrounded with untoward circumstances 
as I have been. My experience tells mo that Poverty is ini- 
mical to the development of Humanity's noblest attributes. 
Poverty is a never-ceasing struggle for the means of living, 
and it makes one hard and selfish. To be sure, noble lives 
have been wrought out in the sternest poverty. Many such 
are being wrought out now, by the unknown heroes and mar- 
tyrs of the Poor. I have known men and women in the very 
worst circumstances, to whom heroism seemed a heritage, and 
to be noble a natural way of living. But they were so in 
spite of their poverty, not because of it. What they might 
have been if the world had done better by them, I cannot 
tell; but if their minds had been enriched by culture, the 
world had been the gainer. When Christ said " Blessed are 
they who suffer," he did not speak of those who suffer from 
want and hunger, and who always see the Bastile looming up 
and blotting out the sky of their future. Such snffering bru- 
talizes. True natures ripen and strengthen in suffering ; but 
it is that suffering which chastens and ennobles — that which 
clears the spiritual sight — not the anxiety lest work should 
fail, and the want of daily bread. The beauty of Suffering is 
not to be read in the face of Hunger. 
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Above all, Poverty is a cold place to write Poetry in. It 
is not attractive to poetical influences. The Moses do not like 
entertainment which is not fit for man or beast. Nor do the 
best fruits of Poetry ripen in the rain and shade and wind 
alone : they want sunshine, warmth, and the open sky. And 
should the heart of a poor man break into song, it is likely 
that his poverty may turn into hailstones that which might 
have fallen on the world in fructifying rain. A poor man, 
fighting his battle of life, has little time for the rapture of 
repose which Poetry demands. He cannot take Poetry, like 
a Bride, to his heart and home, and devote a life to her ser- 
vice. He can only keep some innermost chamber of his heart 
sacred for her, from whence he gets occasional glimpses of 
her wondrous beauty, when he can steal away from the out- 
ward strife, like some child who has found a treasure, and 
steals aside to look on it in secret and alone, lest rude and im- 
portunate companions should snatch it from the possessor's 
hands. Gonsidering all things, it may appear madness for a 
poor man to attempt Poetry in the face of the barriers that 
surround him. So many hearts have been broken, so many 
lives have been wasted, so many lions are in the way of the 
Gate Beautiful, and so many wrecks lie by the path I And so 
it is — a diseased madness, or a divine one. If the disease, then 
there is no help for a man : if the divine, then there is no 
hioderanoe for him. 
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Who would not pity the poor versifier at the outset of his 
career ? But v7ho would not also rejoice with him in the end, 
when the world crowns him a Poet with paeans of acclaim ? 
And, in spite of all things, there will he Poetry in the midst 
of poverty. Even as there is scarcely a space in the world st) 
barren but some plot of natural richness will be running all 
to flowers — some type of loveliness vnll be starting up from 
Earth's inner Sea of Beauty, even in waste and wilderness, 
on rock and ruin, in Alpine snows and sandy solitudes — so is 
it with Poetry, the flower of Humanity. It will continually 
be springing, in its own ''natural way, in the most bleak and 
barren bye- ways of the world, as well as in the richest and 
most cultivated pastures. The winds of heaven, or the birds 
of God, will drop the seed, and the flower will follow, even 
though sown amid the bushes and brambles of the obscurest 
hamlet, or in the crevices of the city pavement. Not that 
the wilderness, or the rock, or the snows, are the fittest places 
to rear flowers of most exquisite fragrance and beauty ; 
neither are Poverty and Penury, with their hell of torture, 
and daily wrestle with grim Death, the fittest soil to grow 
and perfect the flower of Poetry. The greatest original Genius 
can only develop itself according to the circumstances which 
environ it. It needs food to nourish it, and time and oppor- 
tunity to unfold it. If it lack these, it must remain dwarfed 
and stunted, and perhaps wither and die. 
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Besides, it is not while the fight is raging, and the straggle 
is sore, that the Poet can sing. He mnst first do battle and 
overcome, climb from the stir and strife, and be able to watch 
from his mountain where he dwells apart. The fullest and 
rarest streams of Poetry only flow through a mind bt peace. 
The mirror of the Poet^s soul mnst be calm and clear: else it 
will give forth distorted reflections and false imaginings. 

Had I known, when I began to write verses, what I know 
now, I think I should have been intimidated, and not have 
began at all. So many and so glorious are the luminaries 
already np and shining, that one would pause before hoisting 
a rnshlight. But I was ignorant of these things. And as I 
have begun, and conquered some preliminai*y difficulties, — as 
I have been sweated down to the proper jockey-weight at 
which I can ride Pegasus with little danger of spraining his 
wings, — and as a purpose has gradually and nnconscionsly 
grown upon me, I dare say I shall go on, making the best of 
my limited materials, with the view of writing some songs 
that may become dear to the hearts of the people, cheering 
them in their sorrows, voicing their aspirations, lighting them 
on the way np which they are groping darkly after better 
things, and saluting their triumphs with hymns of victory ! 

I cannot conclude without thanking those Critics who have 
given me so generous a welcome. And I would also thank 



those who have not spared my faults, or dwelt tenderly on my 
failings. They, also, have done me good, and I am grateful 
for it. Friendly praise is somewhat like a warm bath, — apt 
to enervate, especially if we stay in too long; but friendly 
censure is like a cold bath, bracing and healthful, though we 
are always glad to get out of it. Some of the Critics have 
called me a "Poet;" but that word is much too lightly 
spoken, much too freely bandied about. I know what a Poet 
is too well to fancy that I am one yet. It is a high standard 
that I set up myself, and I do not ask it to be lowered to 
reach my stature ; nor would I have the Poet's awful crown 
diminished to mete my lesser brow. I may have that some- 
thing within which kindles flame-like at the breath of Love, 
or mounts into song in the presence of Beauty ; but alas ! 
mine is a "jarring lyre." If I were a Oritic, I sliould be 
savagely severe on this subject. The dearth of Poetry should 
be great in a country where we hail as Poets such as have 
been crowned of late. 

For myself, I have only entered the lists, and inscribed my 
name: the race has yet to be run. Whether I shall run it, 
and win the Poet's crown, or not, time alone will prove, and 
not the prediction of friend or foe. The crowns of Poetry 
are not in the keeping of Critics. There have been many who 
have given some sii?n of promise, — just set a rainbow of hope 



iu the dark cloud of their life, — and never fulfilled their 
promise ; and the world has wondered why. But it might 
not have been matter of wonder if the world could have read 
what was written behind the cloud. Others, again, are song- 
ful in youth, like the nightingales in Spring, who soon cease 
to sing, because they have to build nests, rear their young, and 
provide for them ; and so the songs grow silent, — ^the heart 
is full of cares, and the dreamer has no time to dream. I hope 
that my future holds some happier fate. I think there is a 
work for me to do, and I trust to accomplish it. 

Gerald Masset. 

AprU, 1864. 
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The reader of the miscellaneous literature of the day 
has doubtless met with the name of Gerald Massey attached 
to poems strikingly beautiful in language and intensely 
passionate in feeling. These poems have heretofore been 
published chiefly in journals which are yet in a great mea- 
sure tabooed in what are regarded as " respectable literary 
circles." The " Spirit of Freedom," a cheap journal, started 
in 1849, and written exclusively by working-men, con- 
tained a large number of them ; and others have since 
appeared in the ** Christian Socialist," a cheap journal 
conducted by Clergymen of the Church of England ; and 
many others also, of great beauty, have been published 
in the "Leader," a remarkably able journal conducted 
by Thornton Hunt, the son of the poet. 

You see at once that the writer is a man of vivid genius, 
and is full of the true poetic Are. Some of his earlier 
pieces are indignant expostnlatioirs with society at the 



wrongs of sufifering humanity ; passionate protests against 
those hideous disparities of life which meet our eye on 
every side ; against power wrongfully used ; against fraud 
and oppression in their more rampant forms ; mingled 
with appeals to the higher influences of knowledge, justice, 
mercy, truth, and love. It is always thus with the poet 
who has worked his way to the light through darkness, 
suffering, and toil. Give a poor down-trodden man cul- 
ture, and, in nine cases out of ten, you only increase his 
sensitiveness to pain : you agonize him with the sight of 
pleasures which are to him forbidden ; you quicken his 
sense of despair at the frightful inequalities of the human 
lot. There are thousands of noble natures, with minds 
which, under better circumstances, would have blessed 
and glorified their race, who have been for ever blasted — 
crushed into the mire — or condemned to courses of despe- 
rate guilt ! — ^for one who, like Gerald Massey, has nobly 
risen above his trials and temptations, and triumphed over 
them. And when such a man does find a voice, surely 
" rose-water " verses and " hot-pressed '' sonnets are not 
to be expected of him : such things are not by any means 
the natural products of a life of desperate stru^ling with 
poverty. When the self-risen and self-educated man 
speaks and writes now-a-days, it is of the subjects nearest 
to his heart. Literature is not a mere intelligent epicurism 
with men who have suffered and grown wise, but a real, 
earnest, passionate, vehement, living thing — a power to 
move others, a means to elevate themselves, and to eman- 



cipate their order. This is a marked peculiarity of our times ; 
knowledge is now more than ever regarded as a power to 
elevate, not merely individuals, but classes. Hence the 
most intelligent of working-men at this day are intensely 
political : we merely state this as a fad not to be dis- 
puted. In former times, when literature was regarded 
mainly in the light of a rich man's luxury, poets who rose 
out of the working-class sung as their patrons wished. 
Bloomfield and Clare sang of the quiet beauty of rural 
life, and painted pictures of evening skies, purling brooks, 
and grassy meads. Burns could with difficulty repress 
the " Jacobin " spirit which burned within him ; and yet 
even he was rarely, if ever, political in his tone. His 
strongest verses, having a political bearing, were those 
addressed to the Scotch Representatives in reference to the 
Excise regulations as to the distillation of whiskey. But 
come down to our own day, and mark the difference : 
Elliot, Nichol, Bamford, the author of "Ernest," the 
Chartist Epic, Davis the " Belfast Man," Be Jean, Massey, 
and many others, are intensely political ; and they defend 
themselves for their selection of subjects as Elliot did, 
when he said, " Poetry is impassioned truth ; and why 
should we not utter it in the shape that touches our con- 
dition the mostly closely — ^the political ?" But how it 
happens that the writings of working-men now-a-days so 
generally assume the political tone, will be best ascer- 
tained from the following sketch of the life of Gerald 
Massey : — 
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He was born in May, 1828, and is, therefore, barely 
twenty-five years of age. He first saw the light in a 
little stone hnt near Tring, in Herts, one of those mise- 
rable abodes in which so many of our happy peasantry — 
their country's pride 1 — are condemned to live and die. 
One shilling a week was the rent of this hovel, the roof 
of which was so low that a man could not stand upright 
in it. Massey's father was, and still is, a canal boatman, 
ear9ing the wage of ten shillings a week. Like most 
other peasants in this "highly-favoured Christian coun- 
try," he has had no opportunities of education, and never 
could write his own name. But Oerald Massey was blessed 
in his mother, from whom he derived a finely-organized 
brain and a susceptible temperament. Though quite 
illiterate, like her husband, she had a firm, free spirit — 
it's broken now I — a tender yet courageous heart, and a 
pride of honest poverty which she never ceased to cherish. 
But she needed all her strength and courage to bear up 
under the privations of her lot. Sometimes the husband 
fell out of work ; and there was no bread in the cupboard, 
except what was purchased by the labour of the elder 
children, some of whom were early sent to work in the 
neighbouring silk-mOl. Disease, too, often fell upon the 
family, cooped up in that unwholesome hovel : indeed, the 
wonder is, not that our peasantry should be diseased, and 
grow old and haggard before their time, but that they 
should exist at all in such lazar-honses and cesspools. 

None of the children of this poor family were educated, 



xxm 

in the common acceptance of the term. Several of them 
were sent for a short tune to a penny school, where the 
teacher and the taught were about on a par ; but so soon 
as they were of age to work, the children were sent to 
the silk-mill. The poor cannot afford to keep their 
children at school, if they are of an age to work and earn 
money. They must help to eke out their parents' slender 
gains, even though it be only by a few pence weekly. So, 
at eight years of age, Gerald Massey went into the silk- 
manufactory, rising at five o'clock in the morning, and 
toiling there till half-past six in the evening ; up in the 
grey dawn, or in the winter before the daylight, and 
trudging to the factory through the wind or in the snow ; 
seeing the sun only through the factory wnidows ; breath- 
ing an atmosphere laden with rank oily vapour, his ears 
deafened by the roar of incessant wheels ; — 

" Still all the day the iron wheels go onward, 
Grinding life down from its mark ; 
And the children's souls, which God is calling sunward, 
Spin on blindly in the dark," 

What a life for a child I What a substitute for tender 
prattle, for childish glee, for youthful playtime I Then 
home shivering under the cold, starless sky, on Saturday 
nights, with 9^., 1^., or Is. Sd,j for the whole week's 
work ; for such were the respective amounts of the wages 
earned by the child labour of Gerald Massey. 
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But the mill was burned down, and the children hell 
jnlHlee orer it. The boy stood for twelre hours in the 
wind, and sleet, and mud, rejoicing in the conflagration 
which thus liberated him. Who can wonder at this? 
Then he went to straw-plaiting, — as toilsome, and per- 
haps, more unwholesome than factory work. Withoat 
exercise, in a marshy district, the plaiters were constantly 
having racking attacks of ague. The boy had the disease 
for three years, ending with tertian ague. Sometimes 
four of the family, and the mother, lay ill at one time, all 
crying with thirst, with no one to give them drink, and 
each too weak to help the other. How little do we know 
of the sufferings endured by the poor and struggling 
classes of our population, esi^ecially in our rural districts ! 
No press echoes their wants, or records their sufferings ; 
and they live almost as unknown to us as if they were the 
inhabitants of some undiscovered country. 

And now take, as an illustration, the child-life of 
Qerald Mossey. *' Having had to earn my own dear 
bread," he says, " by the eternal cheapening of flesh and 
blood thus early, I never knew what childhood meant. 
I had no childhood. Ever since I can remember, I have 
had the aching fear of want, throbbing heart and brow 
The currents of my life were early poisoned, and few, 
methinks, would pass unscathed through the scenes and 
circumstances in which I have lived ; none, if they were as 
curious and precocious as I was. The child comes into 
the world like a new coin with the stamp of God upon it ; 
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and in like manner as the Jews sweat down sovereigns, by 
hnstling them in a bag to get gold-dast ont them, so is 
the poor man's child hnstled and sweated down in this bag 
of society to get wealth out of it ; and even as the impress 
of the Qneen is effaced by the Jewish process, so is the 
image of God worn from heart and brow, and day by day 
the child recedes devil-ward. I look back now with won- 
der, not that so few escape, but that any escape at all, to 
win a nobler growth for their humanity. So blighting are 
the inflnences which surround thousands in early life, to 
which I can bear such bitter testimony." 

And how fared the growth of this child's mind the while ? 
Thanks to the care of his mother, who had sent him to the 
penny school, he had learnt to read, and the desire to read 
had been awakened. Books, however, were very scarce. 
The Bible and Bunyan were the principal ; he committed 
many chapters of the former to memory, and accepted all 
Bunyan's allegory as bond fide history. Afterwards he 
obtained access to "Robinson Crusoe" and a few Wes- 
leyan tracts left at the cottage. These constituted his 
sole reading, until he came up to London, at the age of 
fifteen, as an errand-boy ; and now, for the first time in 
his life, he met with plenty of books, reading all that came 
in his way, from " Lloyd's Penny Times," to Cobbett's 
Works, " French without a Master," together with English, 
Roman, and Grecian history. A ravishing awakenment 
ensued, — the delightful sense of growing knowledge, — the 
charm of new thought, — the wonders of a new world. 
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"Till then," he says, " I had often wondered why I lived 
at all, — whether 

'It was not better not to be, 
I was 80 full of misery.' 

Now I began to think that the crown of all desire, and the 
snm of all existence, was to read and get knowledge. 
Kead I read I read I I nsed to read at all possible times, 
and in all possible places ; up in bed till two or three in 
the morning, — nothing daunted by once setting the bed on 
fire. Greatly indebted was I also to the bookstalls, where 
I have read a great deal, often folding a leaf in a book, and 
returning the next day to continue the subject ; but some- 
times the book was gone, and then great was my grief 1 
When out of a situation, I have often gone without a meal 
to purchase a book. Until I fell in love, and began to 
rhyme as a matter of consequence, 1 never had the least 
predilection for poetry. In fact, I always eschewed it ; if 
I ever met with any, I instantly skipped it over, and passed 
on, as one does with the description of scenery, &c., in a 
novel. I always loved the birds and (lowers, the woods 
and the stars ; I felt delight in being alone in a summer- 
wood, with song, like a spirit, in the trees, and the golden 
sun-bursts glinting through the verdurous roof ; and was 
conscious of a mysterious creeping of the blood, and tin- 
gling of the nerves, when standing alone in the starry mid- 
night, as in God's own presencc-chaml)er. But until I 
began to rhyme, I cared nothing fur written poetry. The 



first verses I ever made were npon ' Hope/ when I was 
utterly hopeless ; and after I had begun, I never ceased for 
about four years, at the end of which time I rushed into 
print." 

There was, of course, crudeness both of thought and 
expression in the first verses of the poet, which were pub- 
lished in a provincial paper. But there were nerve, rhythm , 
and poetry ; the burthen of the song was, " At eventime it 
shall be light." The leading idea of the poem was the 
power of knowledge, virtue, and temperance, to elevate the 
condition of the poor, — a noble idea, truly. Shortly after 
he was encouraged to print a shilling volume of " Poems 
and Chansons," in his native town of Tring, of which some 
250 copies were sold. Of his latter poems we shall after- 
wards speak. 

But a new power was now working upon his nature, as 
might have been expected, — the power of opinion, as 
expressed in books, and in the discussions of his fellow- 
workers. 

" As an errand-boy," he says, " I had of course, many 
hardships to undergo, and to bear with much tyranny ; and 
that led me into reasoning upon men and things, the causes 
of misery, the anomalies of our societary state, politics, &c., 
and the circle of my being rapidly out-surged. New 
power came to me with all that I saw, and thought, and 
read. I studied political works, — such as Paine, Volney, 
Hewitt, Louis Blanc, &c., which gave me another element 
to mould into my verse, though I am convinced that a 
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poet mast sacrifice much if he write party-political poetry. 
His politics mast be above the pinnacle of party zeal ; the 
politics of eternal trath, right, and justice. He mast not 
waste a life on what to-morrow may prove to have been 
merely the question of a day. The French Kevolation of 
1848 had the greatest effect on me of any circumstance 
connected with my own life. It was scarred and blood- 
burnt into the very core of my being. This little volume 
of mine is the fruit thereof." 

But, meanwhile, he had been engaged in other literary 
work. Full of new thoughts, and bursting with aspira- 
tions of freedom, he started, in April, 1849, a cheap 
journal, written entirely by working-men, entitled, " The 
Spirit of Freedom :" it was full of fiery earnestness, and 
half of its weekly contents were supplied by Gerald Mas- 
sey himself, who acted as editor. It cost him five situa- 
tions during the period of eleven months, — twice because he 
was detected burning candle far on into the night, and 
three times because of the tone of the opinions to which 
he gave utterance. The French Revolution of 1848 
having, amongst its other issaes, kindled the zeal of the 
working-men in this country in the cause of association, 
Gerald Massey eagerly joined them, and he has been 
recently instrumental in giving some impetus to that 
praiseworthy movement, — the object of which is to per- 
manently elevate the condition of the producing classes, 
by advancing them to the status of capitalists as well as 
labourers. 
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A word or two as to Gerald Massey's recent poetiy. 
Bear in mind that he is yet but a youth ; — at twenty-three 
a man can scarcely be said fairly to have entered his man- 
hood ; and yet, if we except Robert Nichol, who died at 
twenty-four, we know of no English poet of his class, who 
has done any thing to compare with him. Some of his 
most beautiful pieces originally appeared in the colunms 
of the " Leader." They give you the idea of a practised 
hand — one who has reached the full prime of his poetic 
manhood. Take, for instance, liLs " Lyrics of Love," so 
full of beauty and tenderness. Nor are his " Songs of 
Progress" less full of poetic power and beauty. 

Gerald, Massey is a teacher through the heart. He is 
familiar with the passions, and leans towards the tender 
and loving aspect of our nature. He takes after Burns 
more than after Wordsworth, Elliot rather than Thomson. 
He is but a young man, though he has had crowded into 
his twenty-three years already the life of an old man. 
He has won his experience in the school of the poor, and 
nobly earned his title to speak to them as a man and 
a brother, dowered with " the hate of hate, the scorn of 
scorn, the love of Love." — Extract from an artidt in 
*^ Eliza CMs Jowrnal^^ ^^i^|^> torUten by Dr, Samud 
Smiles. 
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TO MY WIFE, 

Like those Ambassadors of old, that went 
To the far Orient land, with kingly gifts 
Of Gold, so royal-rare and wondrous fine ; 
And Jewels — ^fpom which a subtle spirit lookt — 
To nestle richly between Beauty's breasts — 
And crown her gorgeous brows with winking flame, 
Or clothe her starrily as Queenly Night, 
And found that land a garden where they grew. 
Lavish, as all the dews were tum'd to gems ; 
So bring I thee. Sweet Lady of my love. 
My gems, which I have gamer'd up, to find 
How poor they are beside thy peerless wealth. 
Th' Elysium where thy tender spirit dwells 
Is written o'er with thoughts of beauty, thick 
As starry mysteries written on the night. 
Thy realm is rich in Memory's golden mines, 

2 



26 



And flashing oat with harvest-fields of Hope. 
My Muse I that moveth swathed with holier lights 
Throned on the regnant heights of Womanhood 
In all thy summer beauty, warm as when 
I lookt out on the sunny side of Life, 
And saw thee summering like a blooming Yine, 
That reacheth globes of wine in at the lattice 
By the ripe armful, with ambrosial smile. 
The flying Cares but touch thy Life's fair face, 
Lightly as swimming shadows dnsk the Lake. 
Come sit thee down, dear, by my side. To-night ; 
The world shut out, our little world shut in ! 
Where we are happy as the Bird whose nest 
Is heaven*d in the heart of purple Hills, 
Or region'd in the palmy top of life. 
Where sleep is dark and lusty as leaves in June : 
Now shut thine eyes, and see a pageant bloom 
Upon the dark, — a Vision sweeping by. 
I was a dweller amid shadows grim : 
Till Freedom toucht my yearning eyes, and lo I 
Life in a shining circle, rounding rose, 
As heaven on heaven goes up the jewelFd night. 
New floods of passionate life swirPd at my heart. 
Like Ocean-surges rolling round the world : 
And Freedom was.my glittering Bride. For me 
She walkt the world as a Divinity, 
Sang like a Spirit in Life's darkened ways, 
. I' the Rainbow reaeht forth girdling arms of love, 
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To clasp the Unapparent to the Earth, — 

Tarn'd common things to beauty : as the snn 

Doth kindle glory in the grass and dust — 

When forth flame-plumed in chariot sublime, 

And rode the winds, like him who walks the worlds 

When the roused Storm-Qod strode his War-Horse, Ocean, 

That sloughs the foam, with flying mane of fire I 

And when the fresh Mom flowered like a Rose, 

Birds sang of her, and all their happy hearts 

Rang out in music. Leaves clapt faery hands, 

The Flowers for joy stood tearful in her glory. 

And World went singing, unto World, of Freedom. 

And I would blazon her melodious name, 

Smg some wild paean should touch the world to tears. 

Or chariot it to battle in her Cause : 

For O I her softest breath, that might not stir 

The summer gossamer tremulous on its throne. 

Makes the crown'd Tyrants start with realmless looks I 

I would have given the lustre of my life 

To add one jewel to her Diadem I 

And then thoucam'st, and Love grew lord of all. 

Look how the Sun puts out the eyes of fire 1 

So when Love's royal glance my lattice lit. 

The fires of Freedom whiten'd on my hearth. 

The sleeping Beauty in my heart's charmed Palace 

Woke at Love's kiss. My life was set aflush. 

As Roses redden when the Spring moves by. 

And the green buds peer out like eyes, to see 



28 



The delicate Spirit whose sweet presence stirr'd them. 

How my heart ripen'd in its flooding spring ; 

As when the sap runs np the tingling trees, 

Till all the sunny life laughs out in leaves, 

And lifts its fluttering wings I So my heart felt 

With such brave shoots of glory bursting up, 

As it had flower'd for Immortality. 

The heights of Being came out from their cloud, 

As the cliflfe kindle when the Morning comes 

Swimming the utmost sea in ruddy haste. 

With foam of glory ; and the ruby light, 

Like mellow wine, runs down remotest hills. 

Thou cam'st, my sparking Bird of Paradise ! , 

With a soft murmuring as of winnowing wings 

That fold the nest so Dove-like tenderly ! 

With brows that parted lovely waves of hair, 

And took the gazer's eye like some white Grace 1 

Eyes, loving large I Lips Houri-like, that light 

A soul to glory with their kiss of fire ; 

And cheeks fresh-misted with the bloom of Morn. 

And thou didst move, a Splendour mid Life's Shadows, 

Making a Rembrandt Picture. So the Stars 

In all their glory pass the shrinking Dark. 

O, I was stirr'd as though a Spirit went by ; 

Or I had met some awful Loveliness, 

That haunts the realm of Dreams, or duskly floats 

Across the wandering solitudes of Thought. 

So Love was lord of all. I touch my lyre, 



And love overflows my heart, and floods my band. 
Love makes all dear delights so soothly sweet, 
Life pants heart-stifled with its luscious load, 
Like young Earth claspt in June's voluptuous arms. 
Faint with her fragrance, flooded up in flowers. 
Love's life divine, and Beauty is its smile. 
O Love will make the killing crown of thorn 
Burst into blossom on the Martyr's brow I 
Upon Love's bosom Earth floats like an Ark 
- Safely through all the Deluge of the dark. 
Love rays us round as glory swathes a star. 
And, from the mystic touch of lips and palms, 
Streams rosy warmth enough t' illume a world : 
And Spirit-eyes, from out the purpling glooms, 
Mark how we feed this human Altar-flame, 
How speeds this ripening into Diety 1 
What glittering robes for immortality 
Trail starry radiance through our night of Earth I 
And in our home thy presence maketh Love 
A Mortal, who hath died to rise again. 
Immortal, in its nobler life with thee. 

Love ! sublime me unto loftier things ; 
Roll up my Orb from Passion's misting Deep, 
To climb the heights of Thought's eternal Vast ; 
And though it shine not mid the Suns of Song, 
To set a World sweet-murmuring in its light. 
Like Memnon at the radiant touch of Dawn, 

1 know each Star hath its own perfect place 
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In heaven, though it may have no name on Earth. 
I hope my hope, and dream my dream that life 
With me shall yet ring out melodious, 'twixt 
The silences of heaven and the grave. 

Labour I blind and feeling for the day I 
Might I go forth to peer with eagle ken 
Into the blessed land of promise, where 
The Future like a fruitfuUer Summer sits 
Kipening Heb Eden silently, to bear 

The crowning flower of consummated Life, — 
Where Freedom's Song-Birds fly, to build their nests, 
And warm to life their brood of darling dreams : 
Then see thy dark face lighten at my- news, 
And hearten thee to lift up grander brows 
With light overflowing like a shining Sea. 

1 see a shape behind a mist, that burns 

r the* flushing distance of some unseen Goal ; 
That grows with gazing on, like Lovers^ beauty. 
With beckoning smiles the Glory draws me on ; 
One hand points up, one holds a glittering crown. 
For me to climb and wear with lordlier growth, 
And airy Voices call me, bid me leap 
In Victory's Car as it goes bickering by. 
And Thou, dear Wife ! with exultation lit. 
Wilt weep proud tears t' enrich my wine of joy, — 
A costlier cup than ever Anthony's Queen 
Magnificent ! drank in her voluptuous vein I 
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THE BALLAD OF BABE CHRISTABEL. 

When Danae-Earth bares all her charms, 
And gives the God her perfect flower, 
Who in the sunshine's golden shower, 

Leaps warm into her amorons arms ! 

When buds are bursting on the brier, 
And all the kindled greenery glows, 
And life hath richest overflows. 

And morning fields are fringed with fire : 

When young Maids feel liOve stir i' the blood. 
And wanton with the kissing leaves 
And branches, and the quick sap heaves, 

And dances to a ripen'd flood ; 

Till, blown to its hidden heart with sighs, 

Love's red rose burns i' th^ cheek so dear, 
And, as sea-jewels upward peer. 

Love-thoughts melt through their swimming eyes : 

When Beauty walks in bravest dress, 

And, fed with April's mellow showers, 

The earth laughs out with sweet May-flowers 

That flush for very happiness : 
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And Spider-Pack such wonder weares 

(y nights, and nooks of greening gloom 
Are rich with Tiolets that bloom 

In the cool dark of dewy leaves : 

When Bose-bnds drink the fiery wine 

Of Dawn, with crimson stains i' the month, 
All thirstily as yearning Yonth 

From Love's hand drinks the draught divine ; 

And honey'd plots are drowsed with Bees : 
And Larks rain music by the shower, 
While singing, singing hour by hour. 

Song like a Spirit sits i' the Trees ! 

When fainting hearts forget their fears 
And in the poorest Life's salt cup 
Some rare wine runs, and Hope builds up 

Her rainbow over Memory's tears I 

It fell upon a merry May morn, 

I' the perfect prime of that sweet time 
When daisies whiten, woodbines climb, — 

The dear Babe Cbristabel was born. 
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All night the Stars bright watches kept, 
Like Gods that look a golden calm ; 
The Silence dropt its precious balm, 

And the tired world serenely slept. 

The birds were darkling in the nest, 
Or bosom'd in yolnptuons trees : 
On beds of flowers the panting breeze 

Had kist its fill and sank to rest. 

All night beneath the Cottage eaves, 
A lonely light, with tremulous Arc, 
Surged back a space the sea of dark, 

And glanced among the glimmering leaves. 

Without I the quiet heavens above 

The nest of life, did lean and brood I 
Within I the Mother's tears of blood 

Wet the Gethsemane of her love I 

And when the Mom with frolic zest, 

Lookt through the curtains of the night. 
There was a dearer dawn of light, 

A tenderer life the Mother's prest ! 

2* 
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Ah I bliss to make the brain reel wild ! 
The Star new-kindled in the dark — 
Life that had flattered like a Lark — 

Lay in her bosom a sweet Child 1 

How she had felt it drawing down 

Her nesting heart more close and elose,- 
Her rose-bad ripening to a Kose, 

That she shoald one day see fall-blown I 

How she had throbb'd with hopes and fears. 
And strain'd her inner eyes till' dim, 
To see the coming glory swim 

Through the rich mist of happy tears ; 

For it, her woman's heart drank ap 

And smiled at, Sorrow's darkest dole : 
And now Delight's most dainty soal 

Was crasht for her in one rich cup I 

And then delicioas languors crept, 

Like nectar, on her pain's hot drouth. 
And feeling fingers — ^kissing mouth — 

Being faint with joy, the mother slept. 
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Babe Christabel was royally born ! 

For when the earth was flosht with flowers, 
And drencht with beauty in rainbow showers, 

She came through golden gates of Morn. 

No chamber arras-pictured round, 

Where sunbeams golden gorgeous gloom, 
And touch its glories into bloom, 

And footsteps fell withouten sonnd, 

Was her Birth-place that merry May-morn ; 
No gifts were heapt, no bells were rung. 
No healths were crown'd, no songs were sung, 

When dear Babe Christabel was born : 



But Nature on the darling smiled. 

And with her beauty's blessing crown'd : 
Love brooded o'er the hallowed ground, 

And there were Angels with the Child I 

And May her kisses of love did blow 
On amorous airs, that came to her 
With gifts of Frankincense and Myrrh, 

As came the Magi long ago 
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To worship Bethlehem's baby-King, 

Spring-Birds make welcoming merriment, 
And all the Flowers for welcome sent 

The secret sweetness of the Spring. 

With glancing lights and shimmering shade, 
And cheeks that toncht and ripelier bum'd 
May-Boses in at the lattice yeam'd 

A-tiptoe, and Good Morrow bade. 

No purple and fine linen might 

Be hoarded up for her sweet sake : 
But Mother's love shall clothe and make 

The little wearer richly dight I 

Wide worlds of worship are their eyes, 
Their loyal hearts are worlds of love, 
Who fondly clasp the stranger Dove, 

And read its news from Paradise. 

Theur looks praise God — souls sing for glee : 
They think if this old world had toiPd 
Through ages to bring forth their child, 

It hath a glorious destiny. 
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O HAPF7 Husband I happy Wife I 

The rarest blessing Heaven drops down, 
The sweetest blossom in Spring's crown, 

Starts in the farrows of your life ! 

Qod I what a towering height ye win, 
Who cry, " Lo my beloved Child 1" 
And, life on life sublimely piled, 

Ye touch the heavens and peep within I 

Look how a star of glory swims 
Down aching silences of space, 
Flushing the Darkness till its face 

With beating heart of light o'erbrims I 

So brightening came Babe Christabel, 

To touch the earth with fresh romance, 
And light a Mother's countenance 

With looking on her miracle. 

With hands so flower-like soft, and fair, 

She caught at life, with words as sweet 
As first spring violets, and feet 

As faery-light as feet of air. 
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The Father, down in Toil's mirk mine, 
Turns to his wealthy world above, 
Its radiance, and its home of love ; 

And lights his life like sun-strack wine. 

The Mother moves with queenlier tread : 
Prond swell the globes of ripe delight 
Above her heart, so warm and white 

A pillow for the baby-head 1 

Their natures deepen, well-like clear. 
Till God's eternal stars are seen. 
For ever shining and serene, 

By eyes anointed Beauty's seer. 

A sense of glory all things took, — 

The red Rose-Heart of Dawn would blow. 
And Sundown's sumptuous pictures show 

Babe-Oherubs wearing their Babe's look I 

And round their peerless one they clung. 
Like bees about a flower's wine-cup : 
New thoughts and feelings blossom'd up. 

And hearts for very fulness sung. 

Of what their budding Babe should grow, 
When the Maid crimson'd into Wife, 
And crown'd the summit of some life, 

Like Phosphor, with morn on its brow ! 
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And they should bless her for a Bride, 

Who, like a splendid saint alit 

In some heart's seventh heaven, should at, 
As now in theirs, all glorified ! 

But 1 't was all too white a brow 
To flush with Passion that doth fire 
With Hymen's torch its own death-pyre, — 

So pure her heart was beating now I 

And thus they built their Castles brave 
In fairy lands of gorgeous cloud ; 
They never saw a little white shroud, 

Nor guess'd how flowers may mask the grave. 



She grew a sweet and sinless Child, 

In sun and shadow, — calm and strife ; 
A Rainbow on the dark of Life, 

Prom Love's own radiant heaven down-smiled I 

In lonely loveliness she grew, — 

A shape all music, light, and love, 
With startling looks, so eloquent of 

The spirit burning into view. 
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At Childhood ghe could seldom play 

With merry heart, whose flashings rise 
Like splendoor-wingM batterflies 

From honeyed hearts of flowers in May : 

The fields with flowers flamed oat and flasht, 
The Roses into crimson yearned. 
With cloudy fire the wall-flowers bum'd, 

And blood-red Sonsets bloom'd and blosht — 

And still her cheek was pale as pearl, — 
It took no tint of Summer's wealth 
Of colour, warmth, and wine of Health :- 

Ah I Death's hand whitely pressed the Girl I 

No blushes swarm'd to the sun's kiss 
Where violet-veins ran purple light. 
So tenderly thro' Parian white 

Touching you into tenderness. 

A spirit-look was in her face. 

That shadow'd a miraculous range 
Of meanmgs, ever rich and strange 

Or lighten'd glory in the place. 

Such mystic lore was in her eyes. 

And light of other worlds than ours. 
She lookt as she had fed on flowers. 

And drunk the dews of Paradise. 
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Her brow — ^fit home for daintiest dreams — 
With sndii a dawn of light was crown'd. 
And reeling ringlets showered round. 

Like snnny sheaves of golden beams : 

And she woold talk so weirdly-wild. 
And grow upon your wonderings. 
As tho' her stature rose on wings I 

And you forgot she was a Child. 

Ah I she was one of those who come 
With pledged promise not to stay 
Long, ere the Angels let them stray 

To nestle down in earthly home : 

And, thro' the windows of her eyes, 
We often saw her saintly soul, 
Serene, and sad, and beautiful, 

Qo sorrowing for lost Paradise. 

Li Earth she took no lusty root, 

Her beauty of promise to disclose, 
And round into the Woman-Rose, 

And dimb into Life's crowning fruit : 

She came — ^like music in the night 
Floating as heaven in the brain, 
A moment oped, and shut again, 

And all is dark where all was light. 
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She came, — as comes the light of smfles 
O'er earth, and every budding thing 
Makes qaick with beaaty — alive with Spring ; 

Then goeth to Hesperian Isles. 



Midnight was tranced solemnly 

Thinking of dawn : Her Star-thoughts bnrn'd I 
The Trees like burden'd Prophets yeam'd, 

Rapt in a wind of prophecy : 

When, like the Night, the shadow of Woe 
On all things laid its hand death-dark, 
Our last hope went out like a spark. 

And a cry smote heaven like a blow 1 

We sat and watcht by Life's dark stream, 
Our Idve-lamp blown about the night, 
With hearts that lived as lived its light. 

And died as died its precious gleam. 

In Death's face hers flasht up and smiled. 

As smile the young flowers in their prime, 
I' the face of their grey murderer Time, 

And Death for true love kist our child. 
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She thought oar go^d-night kiss was giv^en, 
And like a lily her life did close ; 
Angels uncurtain'd that repose, 

And the next waking dawn'd in heaven. 



With her white hands claspt she sleepeth ; her heart is 
hnsht, and lips are cold ; 
Death shroads up her heaven of beauty, and a weary 
way I go, 
Like the sheep without a Shepherd on the wintry norland 
wold, 
With the face of Day shut out by blinding snow. 

O'er its widow'd nest my heart sits moaning for its young 
that's fled 
Prom this world of wail and weeping, gone to join her 
starry peers ; 
And my light of life o'ershadow'd where the dear one lieth 
dead, 
And I'm crying in the dark with many fears. 

All last night-tide she seemed near me, like a lost beloved 
Bird, 
Beating at the lattice louder than the sobbing wind and 
rain ; 
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And I call'd across tlie niglit witli tender name and fond- 
ling word ; 
And I jeam'd oat thro* the darkness, all in vain. 

Heart will plead, " Eyes cannot see her : thej are blind 
with tears of pain f 
And it climbeth np and straineth, for dear life, to look 
and hark 
While I call her once again : bat there cometh no rdfrain. 
And it drq)peth down, and dieth in the dark. 



Iv this dim world of clonding cares, 
We rarely know, till wildered eyes 
See white wings lessening ap the skies. 

The Angels with as unawares. 

And thou hath stolen a jewel, Death I 
Shall light thy dark up like a Star, 
A Beacon kindling from afar 

Oar light of love, and fainting faith. 

Thro' tears it gleams perpetually, 

And glitters thro' the thickest glooms, 
Till the eternal morning comes 

To light us o'er the Jasper Sea. 
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With oar best branch in tenderest leaf, 

We've strewn the way our Lord doth come ; 
And, ready for the harvest-home, 

His Reapers bind our ripest sheaf. 

Our beautiful Bird of light hath fled : 
Awhile she sat with folded wings — 
Sang round us a few hoverings — 

Then straightway into glory sped. 

And white-wing'd Angels nurture her : 

With heaven's white radiance robed and crown'd, 
And all Love's purple glory round, 
She summers on the Hills of Myrrh. 

Thro' Childhood's morning-land, serene 

She walkt betwixt us twain, like Love ; 
While, in a robe of light above. 

Her better Angel walkt unseen. 

Till Life's Ibighway broke bleak and wild ; 
Then, lets her starry garments trail 
In mire, heart bleed, and courage fail, 

The Angel's «rms caught up the child. 

Her wave of life hath backward roU'd 
To the great ocean ; on whose shore 
We wander up and down, to store 

Some treasures of the times of old : 



46 

And aye we seek and hnnger on 

For precioas pearls and reUcs rare, 
Strewn on the sands for ns to wear 

At heart, for love of her that's gone. 

O weep no more I there yet is balm] 
In Gilead 1 Love doth ever shed 
Rich healing where it nestles, — spread 

O'er desert pillows, some green Palm 1 

God's ichor fills the hearts that bleed ; — ► 
3?he best fruit loads the broken bough ; 
And in the wounds our sufferings plough. 

Immortal love sows sovereign seed. 



LONG EXPECTED. 



MANY and many a day before we met, 

1 knew some spirit walkt the world alone. 
Awaiting the Beloved from afar ; 

And I was the anointed chosen one 

Of all the world to crown her queenly brows 

With the imperial crown of human love, 

And light its glory in her happy eyes. 

I saw not with mine eyes so full of tears. 

But heard Faith's low sweet singing in the night. 
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And, groping thro' the darkness, toacht God's hand. 

I knew my sonshine somewhere warm'd the world, 

Tho' I trode darkling in a perilous way ; 

And I shonld reach it in His own good time 

Who sendeth snn, and dew, and love for all : 

My heart might toil on blindly, bnt, like earth. 

It kept sure footing thro' the thickest gloom. 

Earth, with her thousand voices, talkt of thee I — 

Sweet winds, and whispering leaves, and piping birds ; 

The trickling sunlight, and the flashing dews ; 

Eve's crimson air and light of twinkling gold ; 

Spring's kindled greenery, and her breath of balm ; 

The happy hum and stir of summer woods. 

And the light dropping of the silver rain. 

Thine eyes oped with their rainy lights, and laughters. 

In April's tearful heaven of tender blue, 

With all the changeful beauty melting thro' them. 

And Dawn and Sunset ended in thy face. 

And standing as in God's own presence-chamber, 

When silence lay like sleep upon the world. 

And it seem'd rich to die, alone with Night, 

Like Moses 'neath the kisses of God's lips I 

The Stars have trembled thro' the holy hush, 

And smiled down tenderly, and read to me 

The love hid for me in a budding breast, 

Like incense folded in a young flower's heart. 

Strong as a sea-swell came the wave of wings, 

Strange trouble trembled thro' my inner depths. 
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And answering wings have sprang within my sonl ; 

And from the dnmb waste pkces of the dark, 

A voice has breathed, '* She c<»nes !" and ebb'd again ; 

While all mj life stood listening for thjoomii^. 

O, I hare guessed thy presence oat of sight. 

And felt it in the beating of mj heart. 

When all was dark within, sweet thoughts woold come. 

As starry gaests come golden down the gloom 

And thro* Night's lattice smQe a rare delight : 

While, lifted for the dear and distant Dawn, 

The face of all things were a happy light, 

Like those dream-smiles which are the speech of Sleep. 

Thus Love lired on, and strengthen'd with the days. 

Lit by its own tme light within my heart. 

Like a lire diamond homing in the dark. 

Then came there One, a mirage of the Dawn ; 

She swam on towards me in her sumptuoos triumph. 

Voluptuously upborne, like Aphrodite 

Upon a meadowy swell of emerald sea. 

A ripe, serene, smile-affluent graciousness 

Hung like a shifting radiance on her motion, 

As bickering hues upon the Dove's neck burn. 

Her lip might flush a wrinkled life in bloom I 

Her eyes were an omnipotence of love I 

" eyes I" I said, "if such your glories be, 

Sure 'tis a warm heart feedeth ye with light I" 

The silver throbbing of her laughter pulst 

The air with music rich and resonant, — 
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Aa from the deep heart oi a siimmer oight, 
Some bird ia sudden spar kl Logs of 6ue sound 
Hurries its startled beiti^ into song. 
And from her sumptuous wealth of golden hair 
Unto tlie delicate pearly finger-tip, 
Fresh beautj trembled from its thousand springs ; 
And standing in the outer porch of life, 
All eager for the templed mysteries, 
With a rich heart as full of fragrant love 
As May'i* musk-roses are of morulng's wine, 
What marvel if I questioned not her brow. 
For the flame-signet of the Hand divine, 
Or gauged it for the crown of my largo love ? 
I plunged to clutch the pearl of her babhling beauty, 
Like some swift diver iji a shallow stream, 
That smites his life out on its heart of stone. 
Ah ! how my Ufe did run wttli fire and tears I 
With what a Titau-puUe my love did beat ! 
Bat she, rose-lined without, — God pity her 1 — 
Was cold at heart as snow in last year's nest, 
And Btruck like death Into my burning braiu. 
My tears that rain'd oat Ufe, she froze in fal!ing, 
And wore them, jewel-like, to deck her triumph I 
Bat love 38 never lost^ tho' hearts ran waste j 
Its tides may gush 'mid swirling, swathing deserts, 
Where no green leaf drinks up the precious life ; 
Yet love doth evermore enrich itself,^— 
Its bitterest waters ran some goldeu sands I 

3 
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^^0 star goes down but climbs in other skies ; 
The rose of Sanset folds its grlory up, 
To burst again from out the heart of Dawn ; 
And lo7e Is never lost, tho' hearts mn waste, 
And sorrow makes the chastea'd heart a seer j 
The deepest dark reveals the starriest hope. 
And Paith can trust her heaven behind the reil. 




WOOED AHD WOK, 



The plough of Time breaks up our Eden-land, 
And tramples down its fi-nittul flowerj prime. 
Tet tbro' the dps t of ages living shoots 
0* the old immortal seed start in the furrows ; 
And, where Love looketh on with glorious eye, 
These qnickea'd germs of everlastlngnesa 
Flower lusty, as of old in Paradise I 
And blessings on the starry chaace of love I 
And blesshi<rs on the morn of raerry May I — 
That led my footsteps to your beechen bower, 
Thas hangs the picture in my mind, sweet Wife I 
E,ieh as a Millais in its tint and torie. 
Nature flasht by me with her glorious shows. 
The birds were singing on the blossoming boughs, 
With Lovers sweet mystery stirring ni iheir hearts, 
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Like first spriDg-moUom in the reios o* the flowers, 

A light of green laugbt op the shining hills. 

Which rounded throngh the mellowing, gloating air. 

As their big hearts heaved to some heart berond, 

Or stroFe with inner jearnmgs for the crown 

Of purple rondnre smiling there in hearen I 

The Flowers were forth in all their conquering beanty, 

And, winking in their Mother Earth^g old feoe, 

Said, all her children sbonld haye happy hearts. 

Deeper and deeper in the wood's greea gloom 

I nestled foi; the fever at life's core ; 

And thirstily my heart was drinking in 

Rich overflowings of some Cushat's love ; 

When, flash ! the air instinct with splendours grew. 

As if the world, while on her starry journey. 

Had suddenly floated Ld the clime of heaven. 

Upon a primrose bank yon sat, — a sight 

To conch the old blind sorrow of my soul t 

A sweet new blossom of Humanity,— 

Fresh fallen from God's own home to flower on earth. 

A golden burst of sunbeams gUnfced through 

The verdurous roofs Insh-leafy greenery, 

And on you dropt its crown of Uving light. 

Your eyes — half-shut, whUe thro' their silken eaves 

Trembled the secret sweetness hid at heart — 

Oped sudden at full, and wide with wonderment I 

The sweetest eyes that ever drauk sun for soul : 

As subtly tender as a summer heaven^ 
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Brioim^d witli the beaat j of a starry night I 

Your face, ho dewy fresli and wondrous fair, 

Kindled and lighten- d as the eoming God 

Were lab oaring upward thro' its birth of fire I 

The fleetest swallow-dip of a tender smile 

Ran round your mouth in thrillings ; while your cheek 

Dimpled, as from the arch Lovers fioger-print, 

Out Jlcw hie signal, flattering in a blush I 

And when your Toice broke np the air for music, 

It smote upon my startled heart as smites 

The new-born babe's first cry a mother's ear, ' 

Yet strangely toueht some mystic memory^ 

And dimly scem'd some old familiar sound. 

That day, with an immortalizing kiss, 

You crowned me monarch of your rich heart- world, 

Which heaved a boundless sea of love, whose tides 

Ran radiant pulsings thro- your rosy limba. 

How the love-lights did float up in your eyes. 

Like virgin stars from violet depths of night I 

Dear eyes 1 all craving with Love's ache and hunger t 

And all the spirit stood in your face athirst I 

And from the rose-cup of your murmnriDg mouth 

Sweetness o'erflow^d^ as from a fragrant fount, 

kiss of life I that oped our Eden-world I 

The harvest of an age^s wealth of bliss 

In that first kiss was reapt in one rich minute I 

The wanton airs came breathing like the touch 

Of fragrant Ut-ia that feed the blood with flame t 
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The Tery earth seem'd bursting up, and hearen 

Clmig rotind and claspt us as in glowing anna^ 
To crush the wine of all your ripened beauty, 
Which were a fitting sacrament for death — 
Into a costly eup of life for mo. 



SOKG. 

Ah ! ^tis like a talc of olden 

Time, long, long ago ; 
When the world was in its golden 

Frimei and love was lord below 1 
Every vein of Eartli was daaeiiig 

With the Springes aew wine 1 
'TwaB the pleasant time of flowers, 

When I met you^ Iotg of mine I 
Ah I some spirit sure was straying 

Out of heaven that day, 
When I met you, Sweet I a-Maying 

In the merry, merry May. 



Little heart ! it shyly opened 
Its red leaves' love-lore, 

Liio a rose that muBt be ripened 
To the dainty, dainty core* 
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But its beauties tlailj brighteOj 

And it blooms ro dear, — 
Tho' a many Winters whiten, 

I go Mayiug all the year. 
And my proad heart will bo praying 

Blessings on the day. 
When I met you, Sweet, a-Maying, 

In the nerry, merry May. 



WEDDED LOVE. 
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The summer Wight comes brooding down on Earth, 
As Lore comes hrooding dowji on human hearts^ 
With blisg that hath no utterance save rich tears. 
She floats in fragrance down the amiling dark, 
Foldeth a kiss npon the lips of Life, — 
Cartaineth into rest the w eary worlds — 
And shuts us in with all our hid dclighta. 
The Stars come sparkhng thro* the gorgeous gloom, 
Like dew-dropa in the fields of hea?eii ; or tears 
That hang rich jewels on the cheeks of Night, 
A spirit-feel is in the solemn air. 
The Flowers fold their caps like praying hands ^ 
Aad with droop t heads await the blessmg, Night 
Gives with her silent magnanimity. 



55 



'Tis eyening with the world ; but, in my soul 
The light of wedded love ia still at dawn I 
And skies mj world, an everlasting Dawn. 
My heart rings out in music, like a lark 
Hung in the charmed palace of the Morn, 
That circles singing to its mate i' the nest, 
With luminons being rnnniug o*er with song : 
So my heart flutters round its mate at home I 
There, with her eyes turned to her hearty she reads 
The goldeu secrets written on its heaven, 
And broodeth o^er its panting w ea!th of love, 
As Night r the hush and hallow of her beauty 
Bares throbbing heaven to its most tremulous depths, 
And broods in sUence o*er her starry wealth. 
And, fingering in her bosom's soft, wMte nest, 
A fair babej beautiful as Dawn in heaven, 
Made of a Mother's richest thoughts of love,— 
Ltes like a smile of sunshine among lihes, 
That giveth glory— drinkcth fragrant life I 
Sweet bud upon a Hose I our plot of spring, 
That barats in bloom amid a wintry world I 
How dear it is to mark th' immortal life 
Deepen, and darken, in her large, round eyes, — 
To watch Life'8 rose of dawn put forth its leaves, 
And guess the perfumed secret of iU heart — 
And catch the silver words that eome to break 
The golden silence hung like heaven around. 
But soft I Elysium opens in my brain I 
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Dear Wife 1 with tweet, low voice, sbe gjUables 

Some precious masic balm*d in her hearths book. 

And I am flooded with melodious rain, 

Like Nature standing crown'd with sunlit showers. 



" Aa the surging heart o' the Sea hungers everlastingly 

For the Mooii^ heaveii-eharraed by her infinence ; 
Aa Star yearns to Star, with love pulpitating like a dove, 
Doth my heart yearn up to his bright eminence. 

■■» 

" tny Love, he seema to stand where Heaven leans so I 
near at hand. 
That from other worlds his Eneamenta take hght : 
Aad he fills my cup of wonder, and floods all my life with 
splendour, 
As a glorious, golden Moon fills all the night. 

*' At his violet-sweet words my heart carols like a bird's. 
And ricli instincts burst from out it like heaven-flowera ] 

Wings bud in mo at hia kiss, and my being brims witli 
bliss, 
Ab a valley brims with life in siirmg-tide hours. 
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"0 raj life was dark and cold as the night-dews on the 

world. 

Waiting to be made alite with fire of dawn ; 

Till Mb presence on me lighten'd and his blessing on ms 

brightened, 

And my life like dews lit np far heaven ahone.'' 
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Nay, Sweet Heart I that should be my song, who search 
Love^B lore in vain for meet similitudes 
To symbol what thy love hath beeu to rae. 
The God lies prisony in the mountain stone, 
The muffled Music slurahera in the gtriugs, 
Awaiting the Deliverer's mag-ie touch I 
So, thou beloved I dtd I wait for Thee, 
To waken a-t thy touch. My Tree of being 
But made bliud gropings in the dark, cold earth, 
And moan-d and trembled, in the wintry air, 
Stretching out naked hands to pluck at Ufo : 
TJntil yon catue, with all your light, and warmth, 
Eucircling round it like a summer heaven, 
Aud fed, and clad it with your fragrant beauty. 
Till budding branches burst on fire with bloom, 
And into ripe fruits mellowed goldeuly. 
My life lay barren as a desolate moor 
That breaks, and burns, in twinkling green and gold, 

3* 
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When Spring dotb greet it with her kiss of life, 
Ab weary earth gons darkling thro' the night, 
Bo my heart toil'd on, tearfnl with ita burthen ; 
No beacon burned thro* all the gloom, to break 
The sarging sea of dark, with piers of light : 
Then on a sndden rose the blessed Morn, 
Sun-crown'd mj hfe, made all tilings beautifuj, 
And gave the world its Eden-robes again. 
My soul up-sprang full-statnred, in the light. 
Thy presence canght my heart up at the leap, 
Wing'd like a young world from the hands of God I 
Metlionght a thonsand graves of bnried hopes 
Could crush it not from its proud eminence. 
The Fntnre's dim clond-curtain rent in twain, 
And lighteii\l radiant revelation : All 
Life's purpose dawned, ae unto dying eyes 
The dark of Death doth blossom into atarsj 
And Kince we met, thy life-long thought hath been 
To be cup-bearer of the wine of joy 
To one leal heart , and to make rich one life. 
Pake after pulse, thy life hath surged in mine, 
Like sea-waves hurrying up the beach to crown 
Their shore, and break in starry showers of light* 
Thon hast brought radiant sunrise every morn, 
Heuewitig all the glory past away. 
Thy lavish love hath twined about my life, 
Like the lush Wood-bine wedded to the Thorn ; 
Hiding its harshness with her wenlth of flowers ! 
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My heart drinks inspiration at thine eyes, 
And lights my brdn up as with fragrant flame : 
Sweet eyes of starry tender aess, tliro' which 
The Bonl of some immortal sorrow looks I 
Borrow that addeth grace to loTeliness, 
As its sad bloom enricheth blnsbing^ fruit. 
Dear Eyes ! they have a radiant Alclieray, 
And pierce my being with such quiekeuuig light 
As makes my heart a jewel'miQe of love ; 
Even as the Squ strikes tbro' the dark cold Earth, 
And fires her million veins with golden life. 
My Life ran like a river in rocky ways, 
And downward dasht, a sounding cataract I 
But thiQe was like a quiet lake of beauty, 
Soft-shadow'd rouad by gracious inflaences, 
That gathers siJeatly tht? wealth of earth, 
And woos heayen till it melts down into it. 
They mingled : aad the glory, and the calm, 
And royal-rich magnificcace of thy lovei 
Closed round me, brooding into perfect rest, 
And made my heart rejoice in all thy joy. 
blessings on thy true and tender heart ! 
Row it hath gone forth like the Dove of oldj 
To bring some leaf of promise in Lifers deluge 1 
Thoa haat a strong up-^ oaring tendency. 
That bears me god-ward, as the stalwart oak 
Uplifts the cUngiiig vine, and gives it groftih. 
Thy reverent lieurf. famiUurly cloth tako 
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UneonaciOQS clasp of high and holy thiogs, 

LiJce little cMldreii plajing of old with Christ ; 

And trust eth where it may not understand. 

We have had sorrows, love 1 and wept the tears 

That run the rose-hue from the cheeks of Life 

But Grief hath jewels as Night hath licr stars f 

And she revealeth what wo ne'er liad known, 

With Joy's wreath tumbled o'er our blinded eyes. 

The heart is hke an instruinent whose strings 

Steal raagic music from Life's mystic frets ; 

The golden threads are spun tljro' Suffering's fire. 

Wherewith the marriage-robes for heaven are woven ; 

And alt the rarest hues of human life 

Take radiance, and are rainbow^d oat ia tears^ 

As watered marble blooms a richer gram. 

ThouVt little changed, dear Jove I since first waa wed 

To mine, the blossom of thy crimson lips ; 

Thy beauty hath climaxt like a crescent Mooti^ 

With glory great'ning to the golden full. 

Thy flowers of spring are crown'd with summer fruits, 

And thou hast put a qucenlier presence on 

With thy regality of Womanhood 1 

Yet Time but toiicheth thee with mellowing shades 

That set thy graces in a weultliier light 

Thy soal still looks with its rare smile of light, 

From the Gate Beautiful of its palace4iome, 

Pair as the sph'it of the evening Star 

That lights its glory as n radiimt porch 
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To beacon earth with a brief glimpse of heareii. 

We are poor in this world's wealth, but rich in lovej 

And they who loTe feel rich in every thmg. 

The heart of Ocean — thick with gems, as earth 

With blooms— ia jeweU'd like a Bride o' the East : 

The heart of Heaven swarma with golden worlds — 

A subtle heart of wealth hath our old world, 

And darks of diamonds, grand as nights of stars : 

But richer is the human heart that shrines 

God's peerless wealth — the immortal Jewel Love I 

So let us live our life ; and let our love, 

Onr largo twin-love, bend o'er our little Babe, 

As the calm grand old heavens bead over earth, 

EeveaUng God*s own starry thoughts and th ings I 

So shall the image of our hearts' Ideal — 

The angel nestling in her had of life — 

SmUe upward in the mirror of her face 

A dmly beauty in oar darkened ways. 

And a perpetual feast of holy things. 

O let as walk the worid, so that our love 

Burn like a blessed beacon, beautiful ! 

Upon the walls of Life's surrounding dark. 

Ah I what a world -t won Id he if love like onrs 

Made heaven in human hearts, and clothed with smiles 

The sweet sad face of onr Hnmanity I 

What lives should quicken into sudden spring 1 

What flowers of glory burst their frozen soil 1 

Like the red pnlse of Pawn thro' cold grey skies. 
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Ifew life should flusli up in the darkeu'd face 
That readeth as a written epitaph 
Abov^e the grate of beauty and of soul I 
Love-light should glimmer on t!ie Helot's brow 
As mellow mooulight silvers through a cloud, 
And God should come iuto the mirkest bemg, 
As Stars new-kindled splendour nights of space. 




THIS WORLD IS FULL OF BEAUTY. 
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There lives a voice within me, a guest-aiigel of my heart, 
And its sweet ligpings win me, till the tears Brtrcmbling 

start ^ 
Up e?ermore it springeth, like some magic melody, 
And evermore it singeth tliis sweet song of songs to me — 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above ; 
And, if we did our duty, it might ho full of love. 

KighVs starry tendernesses dower witk glory evermore. 

Morn's budding, bright, melodious hour comes sweetly as 
of yore ; 

But there be million hearts aecurst, where no eweet sun- 
bursts shine, 

And there be million hearts athirst for Love's immortal 



wme. 
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This world Is full of beaitly, as other worlds above j 
And, if we did our duty, it might be fnU of love* 

If faith, and hope, and kindness pass-d, as coin, ^twLtt heart 

and heart ; 
How, thro' the eye's tear-bKndDCBs, Bhonld the sadden 

soul upstart I 
The dreary, dim, and desolate, should wear a sunny bloom, 
And Love should spring- from buried Hate, like flowers 

o'er Winter's tomb. 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above j 
And, if we did oar duty, it might be full of love. 

With truth our uttered language, Angels might talk with 

men, 
And Qod-illamined earth should see the golden Age 

again : 
The burthen'd heart should soar in mirth like Mom'a 

young prophet-lark. 
And Misery *s last tear wept on earth, quench Hell's last 

cuuniog spark. 
For this world is full of beauty, as other worlds above ; 
And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 



Lo 1 jilcnty ripens round ub, yet awakes the cry for bread. 
The millions still ere toiling, crufiht, and clad in rags, 
mif<Ml t 




grain. 
But the paupers in the palace rob their toiling fellow* 

men. 
This world is full of beautj, as other worlda above ; 
And, if we did our duty, it might he fall of love. 

Dear God I what hosts are trampled 'mid this killing 

crnsh for gold I 
What noble hearts are sapped of love 1 what spirits lose 

life's hold I 
Yet a merry world it might be, opulent for all, and aye, 
With its lands that ask for lahour, and its wealth that 

wastes away. 
This world is full of beauty, m other worlds above ; 
And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 



The leaf tongues of the forest, and the flower-lips of the 

BOd — 

The happy Birda thafc hymn their raptures in the ear of 

God— 
The summer wind that bringeth music over land and sea, 
Have each a voice that singoth this sweet song of songs 

to mo^ 
This world is full of beauty, as other worlds above j 
And, if we did our duty, it might be full of love. 
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TO A BELOVED OKE. 

Heayen hatli its crown of Stars, the Earth 

Her glory-robe of flowers — 
The Sea itB gems — the grand old Woods 

Their songs and greening showers ; 
The Birds have homes, where leares and blooms 

In beauty wreathe ahore ; 
High yearning hearts, their rainbow-dream — 

And we^ Sweet I we have love. 

We walk not with the jewelPd Great, 

Where Lovers dear name is sold ; 
Yet have we wealth we would not give 

For all their world of gold I 
We revel not in Com and Wine, 

Yet have we from above 
Manna divine, and well not pine : 

Do we not Uve and love ? 



There's sorrow for the toiling poor. 

On Misery's bosom nnrst ; 
Rich robea for ragged souls, and Crowna 

IFor branded brows Cain-cnrst 1 
But Clierubim, with clasping wings, 

Ever about us be. 
And, happiest of Qod^s happy things I 

There's love for you and me. 
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Thy lips, that kiss til! death, have turu'd 

Lifers water into wlue ; 
Uie iweet life melting thro' thy lookSj 

Hath made my Uf^ divine. 
All Love's dear promise hatli been kept, 

BincD thou to me wert given ; 
A ladder for my soul to climb. 

And summer high in heaven, 

I know, dear heart I that in onr lot 

May mingle tears and sorrow ; 
But, Lovers rich liainbow'a built from tears 

To-day, witl^ smiles To-morrow. 
The sunshine from our sky may die, 

The greenness from Life's tree. 
But ever, 'mid the wnrring storm, 

TIty nest shall sheltered be, 



I see tliee 1 Ararat of my life, 

Smiling the waves above 1 
Thou haiPKt mo Yictor ia the strife, 

And beacon's t me with love, 
The world may never know, dear heart I 

What I have found in thee ; 
But J tho' nought to the world, dear heart I 

Thon'rt all the world to me. 
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HOOD. 



WHO S^NG TMK SONG OF THE mtSt. 



Tia the old story 1— ever the blind world 

Knows not its Angela of Bdiveraaee 

Till tliey stand glorilied ^fcwixt earth and heaven. 

It stones the martyr ; then, with praying hands, 

Sees the God mount his chariot of fire, 

And calls sweet names, and woriihips what it 6parn*d. 

It slttjB the Man to rleify the Christ : 

And then how lovingly 'twill bind the brows 

Where late Its thorn-crown laught with bloody lips — 

Red, and rejoicing from grim Murder's kiss ! 

To those who walk beside them, great men seem 

Mere common earth ; but distance makes them stars. 

As dying limbs do lengthen oat in death ^ 

So grows the stature of their after-fame ; 

And then we gather up their glorious words, 

And trcasnre up their namea with loving care. 

So Hood, onr Poet, lived his martyr-life : 

With a swift EOnl that travelled at rare speed, 

And g track such flashes from its flinty road. 

That by its trail of radiance through the dark, 

We almost feature th' unknown Fnture'S face — 

And went uncrown'd to his untimely tomb, 

Oertes, the World did praise his glorious Wit — 

Tbe merry Jester witli his cap and bella ! 
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And sootb, his wH was like IthurleVs qjear ; 
Bat ^twas mere Hglitning from the cload of his life, 
Which held at heart most rich aud blessed rain 
Of tears melodious, that are worlds of lore ; 
And Rainbows^ that would bridge from earth to heaven, 
And Light, that would have shone like Joshua^s sun 
Above our long death-grapple with the Wrong ; 
And thunder- voices p with their Words of fire, 
To melt the Slarc-s chain, and the TjTaiit^s crown. 
His wit ?— a kind smile just to hearten ns ! — 
Rich foam^ivreaths on the waves of lavish life. 
That flasbt o'er precious pearls and golden sands. 
But, there was that beneath surpassing show I 
The starry soul that shines when all is dark ! — 
Endurance, that can sufTer and grow strong- 
Walk through the world with bleeding feet, and smile I — 
Love's inner light, that kindles Life's rare colours 1 
And though Is that swathe Humanity with such glory 
As limns the outhne of the coming God ; 
And wme of Beauty for the panting souh 
In him were gleams of such heroic splendours 
As light this cold, dark world up as a star 
Array'd in glory for the eyes of heaven t 
And a great heart that beat according music 
With theirs of old^ — Goddikest, royallest men I 
A conquering heart I which Circumstance, that frights 

iTlte Mauy down from Love's trana figuring height, 
Aye mettled into ranrtial attitude. 
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He might have elutcht the palm of Victory 

In the world'e wrestlmg rhig of mightiest dee<!s ; 

But he wetit down like a rich Argosy 

At Bea, just glimmering into sight of home, 

With its rare freightage h-om dlvtuer cUmei* 

The world may never know the wealth it lost, 

When Hood went darkling to Me tearful tomb, 

So migbty iu hjB undevelopt foree I 

With aU his crowding unac^romphBhed hopes I 

Tk^ unuttered wealth and glory of his soul ! 

And all the music naging round his life, 

And poema stirring in his dying brain I 

O I blessings on him for the songs he sang— 

Which yearned about the world till then for birth J 

How like a bonny bird of God he carne. 

And poured his heart in music for the Poor ; 

Who sit in gloom while sunshine floods the land^ 

And feel^ through darkness, for the hand of Help I 

And trampled Manhood heard, and claimed his crown, 

And trampled Womanhood sprang up ennobled I 

Tlie human soul lookt radiantly through rags 1 

And there was melting of cold hearts, as when 

The ripening sunlight lingers frozen flowers. 

I blessings on him for the songs he sang I 

When all the stars of happy thought had set 

In many a raind, hiB spirit walkt the gloom 

Clothed on with beauty, as the regal Moon 

Walks her night-kingdom, turning clouds to light. 




Our Champion ! with hia heart too big to beat 

In bonds, — our Poet in his pride of power t 

Ay, we'll remember him wlio fought our %lit, 

And chose the Martyr's robe of flame, and spura'd 

The gold and purple of the glistering elavep 

His Mansolenm m the People^s heart, 

There he lies crown'd and glorified,— our King 

In state, with singing robe wrapt richly round. 

Bnt 'tis not meet, ray England^ hia dear dust 

Should lie where splendid flatteries flaunt on tombs, 

As treachery serves to brighten wanton teara^ — 

With not a Unc of lettered love to tell 

What miglity heart lies quencht and broken there. 

So let ns build our Poet's monument 1 

With passionate hearts of love for corner-stones, 

And tears tlut temper for immortal fame. 

And it were well, my England, shouldst thou come 

To weep some honest drops above his grave. 

Our Hood is worthier of eternal praise 

And blessings, and dear heart-immunities. 

Than warrior Wellington, who rode to fame 

On Death's white horse by Battle's crimson path. 
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THE SINGEB, 

Up out of the Cora the Lark carolled in lights 

Like a new eplendouT spmng from the dark husk of Night, 

Greea light ehimmer'd laughing o*er forest and so<i ; 

The rich sky was full of the presence of God^ 

As with bmre careless rapture he lavisht around 

Rare violet fancies and rose-leaves of sound : 

All thro^ the Mora's sun-city sea-like his psalm 

With melodious waves daaht the bright world of calm : 

But HBAVILT HUKG THl DBOQPT EAR3 OF THE CoRN : 

They wkek aATHEEiNG gold in the dewy Morn» 



And be sang^ as on heaven's fire-grains he had fed. 
Till his heart's merry wine had made drunken his head. 
How he sang I as his honey in Lifers cells ne'er dwindled, 
And bealo-fires of Joy on all Lifers hOis were kindled : 
O ! he sang, as be felt that to singing was given 
The magic to build rainbow-stairways to heaven ! 
I * And he coald not have sung with more lusty cheer, 
Had all the world listened Ortiptoe to hear ! 

ArX THE WHILE HEAVILY HtJKG THE CoRiV, 

And rra drowsy eabs heard not ths SwEErHiAKT of-< 
Morn, 




DBflflea : 

L Sank, tt maaA ^ keart list tirocidetJi 

A. Unit of Fl0«m li BiBtfiDg wte« tfa hdi green 

AE tiiii^ fed sune^ iKw«t€, pUm tides flood 

doFvn tlieair, 
^fbidi hmm^ m Aogel-^lstmiits bisd left a gkorj tliere I 
But dsicses oil mj adiii^ apirit ibroiids tbe merrf 



I long to feel a gosh of SpiiDg ia thk poor hmit of mini 



Mom opes HeftTen's opal portal, back tlid goldfio gates 

are drawn, 
And all tbe fields of glorj blossom with theerimson Dawn: 
But never cornea thy clasping baud, or carol of thy lips, 
That made my heart smg like a God, when bursting 

Death's eclipse* 
Sweet voice 1 it carae like samtly music, quiring angels 

make, 
When pain Hat heavy on my brow, and heart was lika to 

Tireak : 





Methought such lo?e gave wrngs to climb some starrjr 

thorne to iriii j 
Thoa didst so lift my life-a horizoa — letting heaven in. 



Pm thinking, darling, of the day^j when life was all divine, 
And love was aye the BJlver chord that bound my heart 

to thine ; ' 

When life bloom- d at thy coming, as the green earth greets 

the gnu, 
And, like two dew-drops in a kiss, our twin souls wed in 

one. 
Ah I still I feel ye at my heart 1 and, 'mid the stir and 

etrife, 
Ye sometimes lead mj feet to walk the angel-side of Life 1 
The magic music yearns within, as unto tbeo I tJirn, 
And those brave eyes, a-blaze with soul, thro' aU my 

being burn. 



Come back, — come back j I long to clasp thee ift these 

arms, mine own 1 
LaTish my heart upon thy lips, and make my love the 

Crown 
And Arc of Triumph to thy life. Why tarry ? Time 

hath cast 

^_ Strange shadows on my spirit since we met and mingled 
H 



u 



Yet there be joys to crawQ thee witU, the Btmsliiiie and 

the sweet 
Are hired, like honey, m my he^t, to share them when 

we meet : 
How I hare hoarded up my life ! bow tenderly I strove 
To make my heart fit home for thee, its nestling Bird of 

lore ! 



God bless thee ! once the radiant world thy beauty crowii-.| 

like wore, 

But life hath lost a tender grace that cometh never more 1 
The flowers will bud again in spring, and happy birds make | 

love, 
With melting hearts, a-broodiug o^er their passion in the 

grove. 
But thou wilt never more come back, to clothe my heart] 

with Spring : 
Dear God 1 Lovers sweetest chord is turned to FaJn's 

most jarring string ! 
The Glory hath departed I aud my spirit pants to go 
Where Md Lifers troubled waters, 'twill not see the' 

wreck below. 
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One of God^a own Darlings was my bosom's nestling 

Dove, 
With ber looks of love and eonshine, and her voice so rich 

and low; 
How it trembled thro' my life, like an Immortal's kiss of 

love ! 
How ita mtmic yearns thn^ aU my memory now I 



! her beanty raiubows round me, and her sweet smUe, 

sUverly 
As a Bongj fills all the silence of the Midnight's charmed 

hours : 
And I know from out her grave shell send her Iotb in 

death to me, 
By the Spring, m smiling ntteranee of Flowers. 



1 my Love^ too good for Earth, has gone into the world 

of light ; 
It was hard, she said, to leave me, but the Lord had need 

of her J 
And she walks the heaven in glory, like a Star i' the 

crown of Night, 
With the Beautiful and Blessed mingling there. 




TIB CHIVALRY OF LABOUR, 



Gone before me, to be clothM on witb bridal robe of 

wliite, 

Where Lovers blossom flowers to fruit of knowledge, — 
■ , Snferitig's glorified ! 

And my lore shall make me meet and worthy of her pre- 
sence bright, 

That in heayen I may clami her as my Bnde. 

^m TJpBousE ye now, brave brother-band, 

^B With honest heart, and working hand ; 

H We are but few, toil-tried, and true, 

H Yet hearts beat high to dare and do ; 

^B And who wonld not a champion be 

^^ In Labonr^s lordlier CbiTalry ? 

We fight 1 bat bear no bloody brand, 
We fight to free our Fatherland : 
We fight that smiles of love may glow 
Ou lips where curses quiver now I 
Hurrah 1 hurrah 1 true Knights are we 
In Labour's lordlier Chirahry, 



I there be hearts that ache to see 
Theday*dawn of our victory j 
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Eyes full of heart-break with as plead, 
And Watchers weep and Martyrs bleed : 
I who would not a Champion be 
In Labour's lordher Chivalry ? 

Work, Brothers mine ; work, haad and braia j 
We'll win the Golden Age again : 
And Love's Millennial morn shall rise 
In happy hearts, and blessed ejes. 
Hurrah I hurrah I true Knights are we 
In Labonr's lordlier Ckivalry. 



THE CHIVALRY OF lABOUE EIHORTED TO 
THE WORSHIP OF BEAUTT. 

OtJB world oft turns iu gloom^ and Life hath many a peril- 

ona way. 
Yet there's no path so desolate and thorny, cold and 

gray, 
But Beauty hke a Beacon burns abore the dark of strife, 
And like an Alchemist aye turns all things to golden life. 
On hnman hearts her presence droppeth precious manna 

down, 
On human brows her glory gathers like a coming crown : 




Her smile lights up Life's troubled stream, and Love^ the 
^ swiinmer ! lives ; 

K And ^tis brave to battle for the gnerdon that she gives 1 
V^hen let us worship Beanty with the knightly faith of old, 

Chivalry of Labour toiling far the Age of Gold 1 

The first-fipuits of the Past at Beauty's shrine are offer'd up, 

Erom which a vintage meet for Gods she crnsheth in her 

P cup ; 

And from the living Present doth she press the rare new 

Kiue, 
To glad the hearts of all her lovers with a draught divine. 

■ Earth's CTOwniiig miracle ! she corner I with blessing lips, 

that part 
Like nud-May's rose flusht open with the fragrance of her 
f heart : 

And life turns to her colour — kindles with her light— like 

flowers 
That garner up th^ golden fire, and suck the mellow 

I showers. 

■ Come let us worship Beauty with the koightly faith of old, 
ft O Chivalry of Labour toUing for the Age of Gold t 

*^ome let as worship Beauty where the budding Spring 

doth flower, 
^^d lash green leaves and passes flush ont sweeter every 

hour : 
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Or Summer's tide of splendotir floods the lap o' the World 

once more, 
With riches like a sea that surges jewels on its shore. 
Come feel her rlpemng iiifluencc when Morning feasts onr 

eyes — 
Tbro' open gates of glory — with a glimpse of Paradise : 
Or queenly Night sits crowned, smLling down the purple 

gloom, 
And Stars, lite Heaven's frnitage, melt i' the glory of their 

bloom. 
Come let na worship Beanty with the kuightiy faith of old, 
O OhLvalry of Labour toiling for the Age of Gold ! 



Come from the den of darkness and the city's soil of sin. 
Put on your radiant Manhood, and the AngeFs blessing win I 
Where wealthier sunlight comea from Heaven, like wel- 

come-smUea of God, 
And Earth's blind yearnings leap to life in flowers, from 

out the sod ; 
Come worship Beaaty in the forest-temple, dim aad hush. 
Where stands Magnificence dreaming I and God burneth 

in the busli : 
Or where the old hiUs worahip with their silence for a 

psalmj 
Or ocean^s weary heart doth keep the sabbath of its calm* 
Come let us worsliip Beauty with the knightly faith of old, 
O Chivalry of Labour toiling for t!ie Ago of Gold ! 




I 
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Come l€t us worship Beftat j ; she hmtli sabtle power to sUri 
Heroie W0ffd izid d«ed oQtJishiiig ^oin tlie kiifli^^ 
OrettI fedings wiD gnafa uo^wam^ mad fi^ediljaa the first 
Bieh R&inbow tbst ap startkd HeaTen m teadbl spkndoar 

burst. 
O blessed are her lineflmeDt^, and wcmdroiis are her ways 
To repicture Ood's worn likeness m tbe sol^tig bmnaQ 

Out bliss shall ridilj overbrim like sunset in the west^ 
And we shall dream immortal dreams and banquet with 

the Blest. 
Then let us worship Beauty with the knightly faith of olti, 
O Chivalry of Labour toiling for the Age of Gold ! 




WHEH I COME HOME, 



Arou^b me Life's hell of fierce Ardours bimi% 
When I come home, when I come home ; 
Over me Heaven with her starry heart yearns. 

When I come home, when I come home. 
For the feast of Gods garnisht, the palace of >^ight 
At a thousand star-windows is throbbing with light. 
London makes mirth I but I know God hears 
The sobs i' the dark, and the dropping of tears ; 



For I fe«l that he listens down Niglit^s great dome — 

When I come home, whea I come homep 
Home^ home, when I come home. 
Far i* the oight when I come home. 



■ I walk under INight's triumphal arch, 
When I come home, when I come home. 
Exalting with life like a Conqueror's march, 
When I come home, when I come home. 
I pass by the rich-ehambcr'd mansions that Bhine, 
Overflowing with spleadotxr like goblets with wine : 
I have fought, I have vanquish t, the dragon of Toil, 
And before me my golden Hesperides smile ! 

I And O but Love's flowers make rich the gloom, 
When I come home, when I come home l 
Home, home, when I come home, 
Far i' the night when I come home. 
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O the Hweet, merry months np-tnrn'd to be kist. 

When I come home, when I come home t 
How the younglings yearn from the hungry nest. 

When I come home, when I come home ! 
My weary worn heart into Bweetnesa ia stirr'd, 
And it dances and sings like a ringing Bird, 
On the branch nighest heaven, — a- top of my life : 
Aa I clasp tbee, my winsome, wooing Wife I 
4* 
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And thy pale cheek with rlch^ tender passion doth bloom 
When I come home, when I come home, 

Home, home, when I come home, 

Far i^ the mght when I come home. 



Clouds furl off the shiuing face of my life, 

When I come home, when I come home. 
And leave heaven bare on thy bosom, sweet Wife 1 

When I coma home, when I come home. 
With her smiling Energies, — Faith warm and bright,— 
With Love glory-crownVl and serenely alight^ 
With her womanly beaaty and queenly calm, 
She steals to my heart with her blessing of balm ; 

_ And but the wine of love sparkles with foam, 

^B When I come home, when I come home ! 

^m Home, home, when I come home ! 

^B Far 1' the night when X come home. 

^^f TEE THREE SPIRITS. 

Thky were three Spirits fresh from God's own hand, 
■ And beantifuUeF ne'er took mortal mould, 
They had worn vestures of tlio nudefiled, 
At spirit>spouftal?! sang the nuptial sonj^. 
Sat down with Godn and lli^roefs, held high conTcrae 
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With Milton and the mighty men of oldj 

Divine old Socrates and deathless sages. 

The martyr'd Prophets and tbe warrior-saints, 

Who fought as we do now, and wrestled down 

Doubt^s grim despairs, with pangs and qmenchless faith* 

Qlorj tiara^d their immortal brows, 

Their lips were jet alive with serapb-fire, 

And locks bedropt rich dewg of Paradise ; 

They lookt a fore-taste and fore-fecl of heaven 

Christ-like they came to wear ohi Earth's life-harness, 

And yoke their fiery sun-steeds m her farrows. 

They came to battle, toil in tears, and pray, 

" Our Father," with the family of Men. 

'Twas midnight in tbe husht and moonlit latul, 

The heavens had on their silver rolie of stars, 

And earth had on her silver robe of dew, 

When they first lookt like smiles of God, through eyes 

Where struggling heaven-light shone half^irownM in tears, 

As rainy sunbeams strike a watery world* 

They grew sweet babes, where fond hearts set Love'a 

tbrone, 
Heaven breathed about them. Angels sang to them. 
And joy was with them in their innocence. 
Their dawn of being broaden^ into day, 
And they had sprung to Manhood unawares* 
The lusty blood ran brave fire in their veins. 
Life's surging waves, with them, were at mad-pliinge, 
And ploughed the passioimfe heart with tempest-beat. 
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Tlieu high thoughts burst like battle eii theh* souls, 

Housing and stern as in the noon of night 

The clarion's dangoar smites a sleeping host I 

And gorgeous Visions, glory-ckd, swept by. 

Siiiew aod thew were strung to win at least 

The table-laud that ^rds the mount of Fame. 

And one went down to moil in Mammon^s mine, 

For love of Gold 5 thenceforth in his warpt heart, 

The Devil at death-grips set himself to God, 

And day by day wormed out some trace divine I 

Day unto day, Gold rotted oat the soul. 

Still he toiVd on for Goldp sweet I damning Gold I 

The fxior mau^a sweat, and tears, and blood, congeard ; 

Aud he waxt wealthy t all around him rose 

The hoarded heaps, like trophies after battle, 

Or tribute-treasure flung at Mouarchs^ feat. 

He turti'd to what he fed on, dust to dust ; 

The angel-plumes once moulted, grew no more 1 

The God dwarft iu him, and his heart was hoary 

Before Time's silver mark had blaucht his brow. 

And one up-reared a fame which stood apart 

In the world*s gaze, as ^mid old Tadmor^s ruins 

Borne column loometh in the eye of sunset. 

He crownM with a beacou-fire the reef which wreckt 

The mighty of all time, llh marvellous name 

Moved men's tongues regally as Euroclydon, 

The storm-wind ! wakes the voices of old ocean, 

LeviQthnn of lilnod 1 whnt rdmson seas 



Sa 



He spilt to revel in ; his path to empire 
Was wasted hearts and desolatetl lands. 
The other trode the world's face poor as Chm% 
Drank gall and wormwood j lived Getbsemanep 
In many a midnight solitude of heart ! 
Loved, hoped, and nurst large faith in human-kind, 
Wept glorious tears that telescope the aonl, 
And bring heaven nearer to the eyes of Faith I 
The bounds of hell bay'd at him, hoary Evil 
Breathed blighting inflnence on his heart, 
To tarn it to a Upas-tree, and kill 
All nestling birds of love. With teara and travail 
He walkt the furnace, trode Earth ^s stony ways, 
And beat his rugged path with bleeding feet. 
Yet nought bore down his lieart, or blencht his faith, 
. And many a cloud-rift radiantly rent, 
Dropt blessing dear as parted lips of love. 
From suffering he won strength to throw the world j 
And when the fight ran sorest, his roused spirit 
Went forth a Conqnerer ! wrapt in robes of victory. 
Amid the mirk and mire, he kept his heart 
A temple for the Beautiful t all warm 
And bright, with blessed light of Love, that window 
Of our dim life, which ever opes on God I 
He trimmed Love's lamp in poor men's hearts and homes, 
And In the world's waste places his life blossom'd. 
So each built up a life. Timc*a scaffolding 
FeU from them, and they stood in God's eye bare ! 




Into the silent land, they passed the GraTe, 

Which Spring had made a beautiful gate of flowers j 

On wings of wonder won the starry threshold 

Of God, where like to like is gauged and garueretl. 

They stood where Paradise uprear'd its portals, 

And shook down splendours, palpitated bliss — 

Like a town full of triumph— lieart of love. 

O in that hour how shook the rich man's soul I 

He stood there beggar'tij poorent of the poor 1 

Gold would not purchase heaven ; and if it might, 

Eternity ran 'twixt him and his riches : 

And he went wailing with his world of woe. 

The other had gambled for a life, and lost^ 

Let slip his chance for an eternity 1 

For fame, had bartered an immortal birthright ; 

For name on Earth had sold IIcaTcn^s heritage j 

And there the gates of glory on him closed. 

The poor man came, and his meek tearful eyes 

Grew Inminoas, as lit with sudden sun. 

Divinity leapt up full-statured, when 

His life burst its worn manacle of clay, 

And wore God^s splendour round it like a raiment. 

Throbbing with glory like a midnight star, 

All heaven was huslit to hear the Lord's *' Well done/* 

Then shining hosts and quiring orhs sang ** Welcome," 

And angels crown'd him in their Capitol. 

For in his heart he kept Qod*s imnge bright, 

IjQTe wna his lifc-bJood. Thro' tlie long work-day^ 



The dark and terrible night-time— aye, to deatb, 

He narst hia love t and Qod himaelf is love. 

And there be none of all the poorest poor 

That walk the world, worn heart-bare, none bo poor 

But thej may bring a Uttle human lore 

To mend the world. And God himself is love. 



TO*DAY AND TO-MORKOW, 

High hopes that burn'd like stars sublime, 

Go down V the Heavens of Freedom - 
And trne hearts perish in tlie time 

We bitterliest need 'em I 
Bnt never sit we down and say 

There's nothing left but sorrow : 
We walk the Wilderness ToKlay, 

The Promised Land To-morrow, 



Onr birds of song are silent now. 

There are no flowers blooming ; 
Tet life beats in the frozen bongh, 

And Freedom's Spring is coming ! 
And Freedom's tide comes up nlway, 

Tho* we may gtand iu sorrow : 
And onr good Bark, a-ground To-day, 

Bliall float Dgahi To-morrow. 
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Thro* all the lo»^, dark uiglit of yeare 

The People^s cry aseendetb, 
And Earth is wet with blood and tears ; 

But oar meek itifferance endetb I 
The Few shall not for erer sway, 

The Many moil m sorrow : 
The Powers of Hell are strong To-day, 

But Christ shall rise To-morrow. 



Tho' hearts brood o^er the Past, oor eyes 

With smiling Futures glisteu I 
For, lo I our day bursts up the skies : 

Lean out jour soula aud listen t 
The world rolls Freedom^a radiant way, 

And ripens with her sorrow : 
Keep heart I who bear the Cross To-day, 

Shall wear the CrowD To-morrow. 



Youth I flame-earueat, still ESplr^r 

With energies immortal I 
To many a hearen of Desire, 

Our yearning opes a portal t 
Aud tho^ Age wearies by the way, 

And hearts break in the furrow^ 
WeUl sow the golden grain To-day, — 

The Harvest coraes To-morrow. 



Baild up heme liyes^ and all 

Be like a eheathen sabre, 
Ready to flash out at God's call, 

Gbiyalrj of Labour I 
Triumph and Toil are twins : and aye 

Joy suns the cloud of Sorrow j 
And 'tis the martyrdom To-day, 

Brings victory To-morrow. 



IIUSBAKD AND WIFE, 



O FEOUDLY I stood iu the rare Sunrise, 

As the dawn of your beauty brake ; 
But I fear'd for the storm, as I lookt at the skiea, 

And trembled for your sweet sake 1 
And O^ may the evil days come not, I said, 

As I yearn 'd o'er my tender blossom I 
" Strong arm of love [ shelter the dear one*s head : 

And I nesfcied you in ray bosom. 
May the tears neyer dim tlie love-light of her eye,- 

May her Life be all Spring-weather I — 
Was the prayer of my heart, crc you^ Love, and I, 

Were Husband and Wife together. 
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But the sans will shine, and tho rains will fall, 

On the loftiest, lowliest spot 1 
I And there's mourning and merrimettt mingled for all 

That iEherit the hum an lot. 
So we^ve snffefd and sorrowed and grown more strong, 

Heart-to-heart, gide-by-side, we hare striven. 
With the love that makes summer-tide all the year long, 

And the heart that is Its own heaven I 
We clung the more olose as the storm swept by, 

And kept the nest warm in cold weather : 
And seldom we've falterVl since you, Love, and I, 

Have been Hnshaiid antl Wife together I 

Like the sweet wild flowers of the wilderness, 

Yon have dwelt life to life with ICatnre j 
And caught the wild beauty and grace of her ways, 

And grown to her heavenUer stature I 
In golden calm, and in quickening strife, 

Hath your womanly worth nnfoldon : 
And sunshine and shower have enrich I your life^ 

And rlpen^l its harvest golden. 
There is good in the grimmest cloud o' the sky, 

There are blessings in wintry weather j 
Even Grief hath its glory, since you, Love, and I, 

Have been Husband and Wife together. 



0, Life is not perfect with Lovers Crst kiss : 
Who would win the blessing must wrestle ; 



And the deeper the sorraw, the dearer the bliss. 

That in its rich core may nestle t 
Our Angels oft greet us in tearful gniae, 

And our saYioars come in sorrowr : 
While the murkiest midmght that frowns from the skies. 

Is at heart a radiant Morrow I 
We langh and we cry, we eing and we sigh, 

And hfe will have wintry weather I 
So we'll hope, and loTe on, since you, Love, and I, 

Are Husband and Wife together. 



10 JEWELLED BEA0TY IS MY LOTE- 

No jewelled Beauty is my Love, 

Yet in her earneBt face 
There's snch a world of tenderness. 

She needs no other grace. 
Her smiles, and Yoice, aronnd my life 

In light and music twine, 
And dear, very dear to me. 

Is this sweet Love of mine. 



Joy I to know there'is one fond heart, 

Beats ever true to me : 
It sets mine leaping like a Jyre, 

In Bweeteiit rpeiody : 
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Mj soul uihsprmgB, a Deity J 
To bear her voice divine, 

And dear, very dear to me. 
Is this gweet Love of mine. 

If ever I have sighed for wealth, 

^Twas all for her, I trow ; 
And if I win Fame's victor-wrath, 

1*11 twine it on her brow. 
There may be forms more beautifal, 

And soqIs of sunnier shine ^ 
But none, none, so dear to me, 

As this sweet Love of mine* 



THE KINGLIEST KINGS 

Ho 1 ye who in a noble work 

Win scorn, as flames draw air, 
And in the way where Lions lurk^ 
God*s image bravely bear j 
Tho' troubie-tried, and torture-torn, 
The kingliest Kings are crown'd with thonu 

Life's glory ^ like the bow iu Leaven, 
Still springe th from the cloud ; 
And Boul ne'er soared the starry Seren, 
But Pain's fire-ehartot rode. 
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MAETTRS FOfi flUNGABT A5D HOME. 
1850. 

Thet ar6 gone t 
When ou eartLquake-edge they elambered^ 

Who have maa accurst ; 
And Hope^s blossoms, many-numbered^ 

Into flower burst ; 
When our hearts, like throbbing drums, . 
Beat for Freedom ; sang, She comes I 
God 1 thej stumbled among tombfl. 

They are gone I 
Freedom's strong ones^ young and hoary, 

Beautiful in faith I 
Aad her first dawn-blush of glory 

Gilds their camp of death 1 
There they lie in shrouds of blood [ 
Murdered where for Right they stood^ — 
Murder'dj Christ-like^ doing good. 



They are gone I 
And *tis good to die up-g!?ing 

Talour^a Tengeful breath, 
To make Heroes of the living, — 

Thus di?ina is death. 
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One by one, dear hearts I they've left m^ 
Yet Hope hath not all bereft us : 
Still we man the breach they cleft m. 

They are here I 
Here, where life ran rnddy rain, 

When power from <jod seemed wrcncht : 
Here, where tears fall — molten brain 1 

And hands are agony-cleacht 1 
Look, Love hfts the veil ; ah 1 now 
There's glory, where the glow 
Of Paints fire-crown seam'd each brow. 

They are here ! 
In the Etna of each heart, 

Where Vengeance laughs hell-mirthj 
In the BUent tears that start 

O'er their glorious worth I 
Tears ? ay, tears of fire, proud Weeper a I 
For these soul-sepultured sleepers : 
Fire I to smite Death^fj blood-seed reapers* 



They are here I 
With us in the march of tune, 

Beating at our side I 
Let us live their lives snblimep 

Die as they have died I 



96 

Wait : these Martyrs yet shall come, 
Mjriad-fold^ from their heart-tomb I 
la the Tyrant^s day of doom. 



LOVE ME. 

"All dear as the feeling when first-fiowera start, 

Thou cam'st ia thy musical li^htueaa : 
And the cloud wept itself in rich rain on ray heart, 

That had hidden thy beauty and brightness. 
'Twa« as Life's topmost window oped suddenly, bright 

With the glittering face of an Angelp 
The sweet secret out-flasht on thy forehead of Ughtp 

And I kuew thee, my own love-Evange! 1 
how shall I crown thee, Love, on my heart's throne, 

Thou art so far, far above lue ?'^ 
And aye as her dear eyes lookt love in mine own, 

The Maiden answered, '^ Love me." 



*' My Beloved is fair as some beautiful star 

That walks in an air of glory : 
And her large-hearted looks and her lineaments are 

As some Queen^s of the old Oreek story ! 
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There's never nlglifc now, siqcc those dear eyes of thine 

Smiled on me their soft sweet splendour, 
And I draixk of the wine of thj kisses divine : 

what for such love shall I render V 
And aye, as I knelt at ray true Love's shrine, 

She bent m her beauty above me : 
And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into mine, 

The Maiden answered, " Love me.'* 
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" could my heart, mountain'regiou'd in bliss , 

Thy life with Love's aMuence dower, 
Thou should'st have heaven in a world e'en like thi^, 

And the joy of a Ufe in each hour f 
-Thou shotild'st go forth like a conquering queen, 

Reaping rich heartfuls of treasure, 
IS" or strive where the worn of heart wearily glean 

But handfuls, tn harvesting pleasure." 
And aye, as I knelt at my true Lovers shrine, 

She beat in her beauty above me : 
And aye, as her sweet eyes lookt love into min^, 

The Maiden answered, ** Love me.'' 
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lOTE'S FAIRY RING. 

While TLtana war with social Jove, 

My own sweet wife and I 
We make Elysium iu oar love, 

And let the world go by ! 
O never hearts beat Imlf so light 

With crowned Queen or King 1 
never world wtis half bo bright 

As m our fairy-rmg, 

Dear love 1 

Our hallowed fairy-riag. 

Oar world of empire is not large, 

But priceless wealth it holds ; 
A little heaven links marge to marge, 

But what rich realms it folds 1 
And clasping all from outer strife 

Sits Love with folden wing, 
A-brood o'er dearer life-in-life, 

Within our fairy-ring^ 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 



Thou leanest thy true heart on mine, 

And bravely be ares t up t 
Aye nungliug Love's most precious wiue 

In Life's most bitter cup ! 
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And evennore the circliDg houra 
New gifts of glory bring ; 

We li?e and lore like Lappy flowers, 
All in oar fairy-ring, 

Dear love 1 
Our hallowed fairy-ring. 

We've known a many sorrows, Sweet I 

WeVe wept a many tears. 
And often trod with trembling feet 

Our pilgrimage of years, 
Bnt when our sky grew dark and wild, 

All closelier did we cling : 
Clouda broke to beauty as you smiled, 

Peace crown'd our fairy-riugr 
Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy-ring. 



Away, grim Lords of Murderdora ; 

Away, Hate, and Strife ! 
Hence, revellers^ reeling drimken from 

Your feast of human life I 
Heaven shield our little Gosben round, 

From ills that with them spring, 
And never be their footprints found 

Withiii our fairy-ring, 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy-rmg. 
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But, come yc who the Truth dare own, 

Or work in Lore's dear name ; 
Come all who wear the Martyr's crown — 

The Myatic*s robe of flame I 
Sweet soulS| a Christless world doth doom 

Like birds smote blind to sing — 
For such, well aye make welcome room 

Within our fairy*ring^ 

Dear love I 

Our hallowed fairy-rmg. 



NEW YEAR*S EVE IH EXILE. 



Warriors of Freedom who for heritage 
Wear on their brows a mark as curst as Cain's, 
The flower and chivalry of many lands 
Betrothed to Martyrdom as to a Brtde, — 
Had met together, a strange companie 1 
But brothers, battUng in one sacred cause. 
They were heroic souls who had lain life's all 
On Freedom's hangi7 Altar^ and gone forth 
Clad in the spirit of self-sacrifice, 
To roam a thankleas world with homeless hearts, - 
Men who had tost on Dangers wildest waves, 
For whom a radiant Victory ever ehone ; 



Like Hero on her watch-tower witli her torch, 

Lighting her lover through the shadow of death, — 

Men who had broken Battle's buroiDg liucs, 

Dealing life with tlieir looks, death with their hands, 

And strode like Salamanders tliroagh War^s flame ; 

And in the last stern charge of desperate valour, 

On Death's scythe dasht with force that turned its edge. 

Some were l>ut youths, yet with such manhood fluaht, 

By eager leaps to catch at lordlier life, 

They had attained the old heroic stature. 

Some had grown grey m ith battle, some with years, 

And there were ancient Sorrows grand as kings, 

Of an old peerless line. Such silent Griefs 

And Sufferings crownM for immortality. 

Earnest as fire they sate, and reverent 

As though a Ood were present in their midst ; 

Stern, but serene and hopeful, prayerful, brave, 

As Cromwell*s Ironsides on an eve of battle j 

Each individual life as cleacht and knit, 

As though beneatli their robes their fingers clutcht 

The weapon sworn to strike a Tyrant down. 

Such proud Belief did lift tlieir kindling brows, 

Such glowing purpose hungered in their eyes, 

With fire enough to set a world in iiames, 

T^o servile souls, that at your Hxud look, 

Like meek worms, writhe into their darkening holes. 

And One up-rose to word the Thought than run 

Hot to their hearts and glittering to their browi j 
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An old mati, with the mourufuiri^t, tljin, grey hair; 

The Ibes of suflfuriu<r in his face seem*d drawn 

Tight with tho mortal tug of Agony ; 

But with Mil luajtisty lie smilod, and splendour 

Broke sweetly from the furrows of Ids face, 

A a wrinkles on the waters langh with light 

Dilating as a Prophet's wings of flame 

Fluttef d within him — all his aspect burn'd 

With an unearthly fire, lie was canght up 

The mount Transfiguration, with tjes fixt 

Oti air, as though he talkt with one heyond. 

He stood there lookiug down the unseen time, 

Like aorao hoar IliU that lifts its solemn peak 

To catch the nnriscn Mora, while all the plaina 

Are drowsed and darkling. He already snnn'd 

Him in the glory of tho coining Buy; 

And his words swept their yielding, sprin^g hearts^ 

As strong winds take a field of billowing corn, 

"The merry Bells are jubilant To-night 

Through all tho land of Exile j blithe wine laughs 

Its bubbling laughter^— winking gemdike eyes, 

And leaps up in the beaker Uke red lips 

Who.^e kisses storm the inner gates of bliss. 

But not with mirth, and song, and dainty feast^ 

We meet to hold our solemn festival 

We wait the wine of Freedom ; when it rung 

We shall wax merry, too,— perchance grow drimken- 

They keep it ripening to such mellow age 1 
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And we sTiall banquet like Immortda fed 

By Hebe's band at tbe Ambrosial feaatB. 

rbe N^e^ Year flashes oa m sadly grand, 

Leaps ID our midst with ringing armour on, 

Strikes a mail'd hand m ours, and bida na arm 

Ere the first trumi^et sonnd the honr of onset. 

Dense darkness lies on Europe's winter-world. 

Stealthy and grim the Bear comes creeping on, 

Out of the IS'^orth, and all the Peoples sleep 

By Freedom's smoddering watch-fire ; there h none 

To snatch the brand, and daah it in his face. 

Old England sleeps, and still the Bear creeps on, 

Ab I she forgetteth bow; in the old years, 

The great hearts of her glorions Commotiwealth 

Sent tbnnder4brobbings through the lands, and gare 

them 
Sucb a new pnlse of nobler life ; and when 
Their aumlesa Yenture wreekt^ and o^er tbem roird 
Tbe wormwood waters of defeat and death, 
How in their pleading hands they held the Babe 
And Orphan Liberty, and bade her rear it 
For Jove of tbem, and for its own sweet sake. 
And England slinks behind tbe nations now. 
Dim is her Beacon Despots paled to see 
Burn on them through the dark, like God's stern eye. 
Her battle-armour rustetb in her halls, 
And tbe old mighty arm that struck such blows 
For Bjgbt and Freedom, hangeth listless now. 
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A dr/-rot eats her life ; lier Qod is Mammon I 

God Mars no longer leaps into her heart, 

Aa in a chariot driving down to battle. 

II er ancient fame and Talour have become 

A tale that's told as of forgotten times — 

Borne fabled Kraken glumberiiig in its sea I 

I for the voice of Milton once a^ain, 

To make the lion-eyes lighten, and her heart 

As trerablmgly alive as is a Star, 

Till in her naked s trench majestical 

She walkt the sun-road of her glorions way. 

But England sleeps — ^the Ruin still rolk on. 

Earth crouches 'iieath the shuddering wings of Pear, 

Silent J and very calm^ Froedoro lies husht, 

And listens like a panting thing pursued, 

Hearkening, heart-Btifled, for the stealthiest tread 

Of One that hunts like Tarqnin for Lucrece. 

'Tis midnight now, and all the creeping things, 

And Birds of Darkness, ply their ghastly work. 

Life gropes and stumbles among gaping graves, 

And Freedom^s worshippers fall headless, while 

They bend to give their hearts up at her shrine I 

But God's in heaven, and yet the Bay shall dawn — 

Break from the dark upon her golden wings, 

Her quick, ripe splendours rend and burn the gloom, 

Her iiTring tides of glory burst, aud foam, 

And hurry along the darkened streets of night. 

Oloud after cloud shall liglit a rainbow-roofj 
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And boild a Tiritimpli-ATch for conquering Day 

To flash her b^auty^ — ^trail her grandenra through, 

And take the World in her white arms of light. 

And earth shall fling aside her msLBk of gloom, 

And lift lier tearful face, there will be 

Blood on it tliick as dews ! The Children's blood 

Splasht m the Mother^s face ! And there must be 

A red sunrise of retribution yet I 

A mighty future is about to break 

The hash o' the world — the waiting gloom in heaTen. 

The Xew Year cometh with a magic key, 

To ope some radiant chamber in Time's palace. 

Our Martyrs ha?e not sworn stich seed in yain I 

Beneath old Winter^s snows a world of hope 

Lies ripening, and shall richly run to flowers, 

When Spring comes dancing like a jubilant Fsaltreas, 

And free earth kindles as a countenance 

Alive with love, and all the soul alight I 

come, tbou Spring of God, and at thy voice 

The balmy blood shall beat in bud and leaf 1 

And come, thou mellow rain, fall on it warm, 

And fondle it with kisses, drop rich tears ; 

And blow, thou sweet Spring-wind, and set it stirring 

With secret rapture— budding tenderly, 

With all the glory of its folded bloom, 

■ And all its fragrance striving for the light, 

■ God, what a Spring and Harvest yet shall emwn 
H The dark, dern Delnge of Calamity 1 

I 
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Then come, thott grand New Year, in silence come 

Across the white snowa, and the winter-laud, 

Comei great Delivereri call the peoples up, — 

Up from the Egypt of their slavery I 

Ring out the death-knell of old Tyranny — 

Tis rotten ripe, and the heart of half the world 

Doth beat and burst to Utirry it into hell. 

Stride o*er the Present, grand as some huge wave 

Shonld rush across Panama at a leap^ 

And make two Seas one perfect world of waters. 

So link our great Past to a nobler Future, 

And set onr new world singing on its way, 

Wtth sunshine freighted, like a heiirt of bliss, 

Her Lifers rich tide at Glory's high flood-mark, 

A little while, and we shall yet return 

Each to the Fatherland, like kings to conquest. 

Light breaks there 1 in the East : it grows, and soon 

Shall Freedom's sun roll up the Heayen of Life. 

"^e may not see God's face, yet at onr side 

He combats for us, with his vizor down. 

But no words— like weeds tbcy sap the soul 

Of richness that should fill tbe fruit of deeds. 

Henceforth let hpa be dumb, as Bravery — 

Her parley done— had shut her gates, to ope not 

Save for tbe shouts that chariot Yietory forth. 

We are all ready I We have waited long 1 

God strike the hour, Ho 1 let the trumpets ring 1" 

He ceased. One shout van thro' tlie night, aod struck 
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lleiiTen'fi boss of stars, and like a ship went down 

In the lone sea of silence flowing round. 

In touching majesty the Stars lookt down, 

As tbo' they yearn'd to tliera with answering pnUe, 

And with mvisible speed the world rolPd on. 



SONG, 

Like leaves from Autumn^s bough, Old Friend, 

Our ripest hopes depart ; 
And there*s little left us now. Old Frleud, 

To cheer the Patriot's heart. 
The Altars where we knelt. Old Friend, 

Grow desolate and cold, 
And faint is the faith we felt, Old Friend, 

I' the valiant days of old. 



In bloody shrouds they sleep, Old I^iend, 

Who cottld not live as slaves : 
And the living only weep, Old Friend, 

Above their Martyrg' graves I 
Freedom hath many a wound, Old Friend, 

And, ring'd by hounds of hell. 
She wraps her purple rouDd, Old Friend, 

To fa I! as Ciesar fell 
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The men of blood prevail, OKI Friend, 

And, stricken in the night, 
The people ^s weeping wail, Old Friend, 

Goes praying for the Bght, 
And yet their day shall come, Old Friendj 

Though we may never hear 
The shouti of Harvest-homej Old Friend, 

Nor see the golden year. 



O THE white Snow crowns the Hills, and the arms of Ether 
fills, 
In the glory of its loveliness— a presence as of llght^ 
And it looks np in Keaven^s face with all a Virgin's trust- 
I ing grace : 

So the Maiden walkt oa Purity^a white height* 
Bnt the Snow will IjluBh for bliss, at the red Dawn^s fer- 
vent kiss 5 
And fall from its high throne, and lose the brightness 
from its brow ; 
Aiid be trodden on the highways, and be trampled in the 
Ijy Ways : 
^<* the Maiden^s life is atain'd and trampled now. 




EIGHTEEN ODNDBED AND FORTT-EIGHT. 

People of England, ronse ye from jour dreaming ! 

Sinew jour soals for Freedom's glorious leap : 
Look to the Futtire, where onr daj*apri2]g'a gleaming : 

Lo ! a pulse stirs that never more shall sleep 
In the world's heart. Men-s eyes flash wide with wonder I 

The Robbers tremble in their mightiest tower, 

I Strange words roll o^er their souls with wheels of thunder, 
The leaves from Royalty's tree fall hour by hour, — 
Earthquakes leap in our Temples, crombhiig Throne and 

Tampyrea have drained the human heart's best blood, 
Kings robbM, and Priests have cnrst us in God'B name: 

Out in the midnight of the Past we've stood — 
While fiends of darkness plied their hellish game. 

We have been worsliipping a gilded crown, 

Which drew heaven ^s lightning-laughter on our head ; 

Chains fell on ns as we were bowing down j 
We deem'd onr Gods divine, but lo I instead — 
They are but painted clay, — with morn the eharm hai 
fled I 
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And this ia merrj England,— cradling-place 

Of gouls Bdf-ilcified and glory-crow ii*d ! 
Where smiles made splendour in the Peasant's face, 

And Justice reign'd— her awful ejes close*bomid I 
Where Toil with open brow went on light-hearted. 

And twain in lote Law never thrust apart ? 
How ia the glorj of onr life departed 

From iiB, who sit and nnrie our bleeding smart : 

And slink, afraid to break the laws that break the 
heart I 



Husht be the Herald oa the walls of fame, 
Tramping tMs People as tlicir Country's pride j 

Weep rather^ with yoar jsouIs on fire with shame : 
See ye not how the palaced knaves deride 

Us flatter'd fools ? how priestcraft, strong and stealthy, 
Stabs at oar freedom through it^ veil of night. 

And grinds the poor to flash its coffers wealthy f 
Hear how the land groans in the grip of Might, 
Then qaaff yoar cap of Wrongs, and laad a Britou's 
"Eight/^ 



There's not a spot ia all this flowery land, 

Where Tyranny's cursed brand-mark haa not been : 

01 were it not for its all-blasting hand^ 
Dear Christi wluit a kwccI heaven this might have been 1 
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•Has it not hunted forth our spirits bravD, — 
■* KiU'd the red rose of health which crowns our daugh- 
ters, 
Wedded our living hopes unto the grave, — 

Mled happy homes with strife, the world with slaugh- 

Iters, 
And turn'd our thoughts to blood — to gall, the heart's 
sweet waters ? 

Where is the spirit of our ancient Sires ? 

I Who, bleedings wrung their Rights from tyrauuies 
I olden, 

God-spirits have been here, for Freedom fires 
From out their ashes, to earth's heart enfolden ; 
The mighty dead lie slumberiug around, — 

Whose names thrill thro* us i%8 Gods were iu the air : 
Life leaps from where their dust makes holy ground ; 
Their deeds spring forth in glory ,^livo all-whore,^ 
^ But we are traitors to the trust they bade us bear. 

Go forth, when Night is husht, and heaven is clothdd 
With sraiiing stars that in God^s preacnco roll, 
^Teel the stirred spirit leap to them betrothed, 
H As Angel-wings were fanmug in the soul ; 
H^eel the hot tears flood in the eyes upturning, 

Tlje tide of goodness heave its brightest waves,— 
Tiien sudilculy crush the grand and Cjod-ward yearnmg 
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Wltli tlie mad thought that je are bounden Blarea ! 
O ! how long win ye make jour hearts its living gravea 1 

Immortal Liberty I we see thee stand 

Like Mom jost stept from heaven upon a mountain 
With beautiful feet, and blesaiiig-laden hand. 

And heart that welleth Lovers moat living fountain I 
0! when wilt thou string on the People's lyre 

Joy^a broken chord 1 And on the People's brow 
Set Empire's crown ? Light up thy beacon-fire 

Within their hearts, T\ith an undying glow ; 

Nor give m blood for milk, as men are drunk with now ? 

Cnrst, curst be war, the World^s most fatal glory I 
Ye wakening nations, burst its guilty thrall I 

Time waits with ont-stretcht hand to Bhroad the gory 
Grim glaive of strife behind Oblivion's pall. 

The Tyrant laughs at swords, the cannon's rattle 
Thunders no terror on his murderous soul. 

Thought, Mind, must conquer Might, and in this battle 
The Warrior^s cuirass, or the SopMst^s stole, 
Shall blunt no lance of light, no onset backward roll 



Old Poets tell us of a golden age. 

When earth was guiltless, — Gods the guests of men, 
Ere sin had dimm'd the hearths illumined page, — 

And Sinai- voices say ^ twill come again. 
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01 happy age I when Love shall mle the heart, 
And time to live shall be the poor maa's dower, 

When Martjra bleed no more, nor Exiles smart — 
Muid is the oalj diadem of power — 
l*eople, it ripens now ! awake I and strike the hoar- 



Hear ts, high and mighty, gather in our cause. 

Bless, bless, God, and crown their earnest labour, 

Wlm dauntless fight to win us equal laws, 
With mental armour, and with spirit-sabre I 

BleBs, bless, God I the proud intelligence, 
That like a sun dawns on the Pcople^s foreliead, — 

Humanity springs from them like incense, 

The Future bur^t upon theni, boundless— s tarried, — 
They weep repentant tears, that they so long ha?e 
tarried. 




TEE PATRIOT. 



Ay, Tyrants, build your Babels I forge your fetters ! link 
B yoar chains 1 

HAs brims your guilt-cup fuller, ours of grief ebba to the 
^B drains : 
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batteo on live h^arts^ aod madden, o*er the hot blood- 
wine. 
Murder men ileeping, or awake,^ — torture them dumb 

with paiDi 
And tefiT, with bauds aU bloody red, Alind^s jcwek from 

the brain ! 
Your feet are oa us. Tyrants— strike ! and hush Earth's 

wail of sorrow : 
Your sword of power, so red to-day, ehaU kisa the dust 

to-morrow. 

I but ^twill be a merry day^ the world shall set apart, 
When Strifc*s last brand is broken iq the last crowned 

Tyraut^s heart ! 
And it shall come, — despite of Eide, Rope, and Rack, 

and Scaffold; 
Once more we ilft the earnest brow, and battle on un- 

baffled. 



Our hopes ran monntaius high, we sang at heart, wept 
tears of gladness, 

When France, the bravely beantiful| dasht down her scep- 
tred madness j 

And Hungary her oiie*hcarted raee of mighty heroes 
hurl'd 

In the death'grip of the nations, as a bulwark for the 
world. 




Hungry I gallant Hnjigary I grand and glorious thoo 
wert^ 
f !rhe World's soul feeling; Uke a river, gnshing from God's 

lie art : 
And Rome, — wlio, while her Heroes bled, felt her old 
breast heave higher, 
low her eyes reddeaM with the flash of all their Eoman 
fire I 
Mothers of children, who shall lire the Gods of future 

story 1 
Your blood shall blossom from the dost, and crown the 

world with glorj. 
[Ye'll tread them down yet I curse and crown, Cssar, 

Kaiser J King and slave, 
And Freedom shall be sovran in the courts of fool and 
^b knave 



An 
■Efc 
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Wail for the hopes that have gone dovra ! the young life 
vainly spilt ! 

Th' Eternal Mnrder still sits crowned, and throned in 
damning gnOt, 
till in God's golden sun the Tyrants' Moody banners 
burn, 

And PriestSj^HelVa miduiglit Thugs I— to their soul- 
strangling work return ! 
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See how the oppressors of the poor wilh Rorpents bunt our 

blood J 
Hear, from the dark, the groan and enrse go maddening 

np to God. 
They kill and trample na poor worms, till earth is dead 

men's dust ; 
Death's red tooth daily drains our hearts, l>ut end, aj, 

end it must. 
The herald of onr coming Christ leaps in the womb of 

Time; 
The poor's grand armjr treads the Age*3 march with step 

sublime* 
Ours is the mighty future! and what marvel, brother men, 
If the devoured of ages should turn derourers then ? 



1 brothers of the bonnding heart, I look thro' tears and 

smile, 
Our land is rife with sounds of fetters snapping 'neath the 

file J 
I lay my hand on Englaud^s heart, and in each life-throb 

mark, 
The pealing thought of freedom ring its Tocsin in the 

dark. 
I see the Toiler hath become a glorious ChriBtr-like preacher, 
And, as he wins a crust, stands proudly forth, the great 

world-teacher ; 
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He still toils on, bat, Tyrants, 'tis a luigUty iUlni^ whea 

slaves, 
Who delve their lives into their work, know that they 

delve your graves. 
Anarchs I your doom comes swiftly t brave and eagle 

gpirits climb^ 
To ring Oppression's death-knell from tlie old watch-towers 

of time ; 
A spirit of Cromwellian might is stirring at this hour, 
And thought is burning in men's ejes with more than 

Bpeechful power. 



Old England, cease the mumnaer*^ part ! wake^ Starveling, 

Serf, and Slave 1 
Ronse in the majesty of wrong, great kindred of the brave I 
Speak, and the world shall answer, with her votcea 

myriad fold. 
And men, hke Gods, shall grapple with the giant-wrongs 

of old. 
Kow, Mothers of the people, give your babes heroic milk ; 
Sires, soul yonr sous to daring deeds, no more aoft words 

of pilk ; 
Great spirits of the mighty dead take shape, and walk our 

mind, 
Their glory smites onr upward look, we seem no longer 

blind I 
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Tliey tell m bow tliey broke their boiitbp and wbisper, '* So 

may ye,'* 
9ae sharp, stern struggle, and the slaves of centarieB are 

free I 
The people's heartp with pulse like canaon, panteth for the 

And, brothers, gallant brothers, we'll be with you ia that 
day< 



A LOVER'S FANCY. 

Sweet Heaven ! I do love a maaden, 
Radiant, rare, and beaaty-laden : 
When she's near me, heaven is round me, 
Her dear presence doth so boand me ! 
I could wring my heart of gladness. 
Might it free her lot of sadness I 
Give the world, and all that's in it. 
Just to press her hand a minute I 
Yet she weeteth not I love her j 

Never dare I tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her, 

And the flowers that kiss her feet 



I to live and linger near lier, 
And iniearful momcnU cheer her ! 
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I could be a Bird to ligLtea 

Her dear hearty — Ucr sweet eyes brighten : 

Or in fra^ance, like a blosaom, 

GiTe my life up oq her bosom ! 

For my loYe'e withouten measarCp 

All its pangs are sweetest pleasure ; 

Yet she weeteth not I lore her ; 

Never dare I tell the sweet 
Tale, but to the stars above her, 

And the flowers that kiaa her feet. 
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A IT. glorioua as a Kambow^s birth, 

She came in Spring-tide's golden hours ; 
When Heaven went band-in-band with Earth, 

And May was crowned with buds and flowers I 
The mounting devil at my heart 

Clomb faintlier ag my life did wia 
The charmed heaven, she wrought apart, 

To wake its slumbering Angel in t 
With radiant mien she trode serene. 

And past me smiling by 1 
] who that lookt could chance but love ? 
. Not I, sweet soul, not I. 
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Her budding breasts, like fragrant fruit, 

Peered out, a-yeurulug to be prest : 
Her voice shook all my heart's red root 1 

Yet miglit not break a babe's soft rest 1 
Her beiug mingled into mine, 

As breath of flowers doth mix and melt, 
And on her lips the honey-wine 

Was royal-ricli as spikenard spilt ; 
With loTe a-gush, like water-brooks, 

Her heart smiled in her eye ; 
! who tbafe lookt could chance but lOTe 1 

"Not I| sweet soulj not I* 



The dewy eyelids of the Dawn 

Ke'er oped such heaven as hers can show ; 
Love I such eyes have surely shone 

As jewels in some starry brow [ 
Her brow flash t glory like a shrine j 

Or lily-bell with sunburst bright ; 
Where came aud went love-thouglits divine. 

As low winds walk the leaves in light : 
She wore her beauty with the grace 

Of Sammer's star-clad sky ; 
1 who that lookt could chance but love 1 

Kot I, sweet soul, not I. 



IT WILL END IN THE RIGHT. 

Never despair ! 0, ray Brotlier in Borrow I 

I know that our raournmg is eaded not. Yet, 
Shall the vanqdsht to-day be the victors to-morrow, 

Our Star shall shine on when the Tjraut^s sun*3 set. 
Hold on I tho' they spurn thee, for whom thou art living 

A Ufe only cheered by the lamp of its love : 
Hold on [ Freedom's hope to the boimden ones giving ; 

Green spots in the waste wait the worn spirit-dove ; 
Hold on,^ — still hold on, — ^in the world's despite, 
Nurse the faith in thy heart, keep the lamp of God bright, 
And, my Ufe for thine 1 it shall end in the Right 



What, tbo* the Martyrs and Prophets have perisht ? 

The Angel of Life rolls the stone from their graves : 
Immortal's the love, and the freedom they cherisht, 

Their Faith *fi Triumph-cry stirs the spirits of slaves I 
They are gone,^but a Glory is left in our life, 

Like the day-god's last kiss on the darkness of Even — ^ 
Goue down on the desolate seas of their strife, 

To cHmb as star-beacons up Liberty's heaven* 
Hold on,— still hold on,— in the world's despite. 
Nurse the faith in thy heart j keep the lamp of God briglit. 
And, my life for thine I it shall end in the Right, 
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Think of the Wrongs that have groand m for ages, 

Think of the Wrongs we have still to cndnre I 
Think of our blood red on History's pages ; 

Then work^ that our reck^tiing be speedy and sure. 
SlaveSp cry unto God! but be our God reveard 

In our lives, in our works, in our warfare for man ; 
And bearing — or borne upon— Victory's shield, 

Let us fight battie^harness'd, and fall in the van. 
Hold on, — still hold on,^in the world's despite, 
Kurse the faith in thy hearty keep the lamp of God bright, 
Aud, my life for thiuel it shall end in the Blight. 



GOD'S WORLD IS WORTHY BETTER MEH. 



Behold ! an idle tale they teil, 

Aud who shall blame their telling it ? 
The rognes have got their cant to sell, 

The world pays well for selling it I 
They say the world's a desert drear, — 

Still plagued with Egypt's bliudness t 
That we were sent to suffer here, — 

What I by a God of kindness ? 
That since the world has gone astray. 

It must be so for eTer, 
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And we Bhodd stand still, and obey 

Its Deaoktors. Never 1 
We4l laboor for the better time, 

With all OUT might of Press and Pen ; 
Belieye me, ^tia a tmth snblime, 

God^a world is worthy better men. 

With Paradise the world began, 

A world of love and gladaess : 
Its beauty may be marred by man 

With all Ms crime and madness, 
Yet 'tis ft brave world still Love brings 

A sunshine for tlie dreary ; 
With all onr strife, sweet Rest hath wings 

To fold o'er hearts a-weary. 
The Sun in glory, like a God, 

Today climbs up heaven's bosom, 
The flowers npon the jewelPd sod 

In sweet love-lesaons blossom, 
As radiant of immortal youth 

And beauty, as in Eden ; then 
Believe me, 'tis a noble truth, 

God's world is worthy better men* 



O I they are bold, knaves over-bold, 
Who say we are doora'd to anguish : 

That men in God's own image soul'd, 
Like hell-bound slaves, must languish* 
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Probe Nfttiure'a heart to its red core, 

There*s more of good than evil ; 
And man, down-trampled man, ib more 

Of Angel than of Devil. 
Prepare to die ? Frqfare to live I 

We know not what is living : 
And let na for the world's good give, 

Ab God is ever giving. 
Give Action, Thought, Love, Wealth, and Time, 

To win the primal age again ; 
Believe me, 'tis a truth snblime, 

God'a world is worthy better men. 



OLD ENGLAKD. 



There she sits in her Island-home, 

Peerless among her Peers I 
And Humanity oft to her arms doth come, 

To ease its poor heart of tears. 
Old England still tlirobs with the muffled fire 

Of a Past she can never forget ; 
And again shall gbe banner the world up higher j 

For there's life in the Old Land yet. 
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They would mock at her now, who of old lookt forth 

In their fear, as they heard her afar j 
But loud will your wail be, O Kings of the Earth 1 

When the Old Laud goes down to the war* 
The Avalanche trembles half-kuncht^ and half-riven, 

Her voice wiU in motion set ; 
O ring out the tidings, ye Winds of heaven I 

There's life in the Old Land yet. 

The old nursing Mother's not hoary yet, 

There is sap in her Saxon tree j — 
Lo 1 she lifteth a bosom of ^lory yet, 

Thro' her mkts to the Sun and the Sea. 
Pair as the Qneen of Love, fresh from the foam, 

Or a Star in a dark cloud set \ 
Ye may blazon her shame,— ye may leap at her name, — 

But there' life in the Old Land yet 

Let the storm burst, it wiU find the Old Land 

Keady-ripe for a rough, red fray 1 
She will fight as she fought when she took her gtaud. 

For the Eight iu the olden day. 
Ay, rouse the old royal soul, Europe- s best hope 

Is her sword^edge by Victory set I 
She shall dash Freedom's foes adown Death's bloody 

slope ; 
For there's life in the Old Land yet* 
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A POOB MAN'S WIFE. 

H^i dabty hand ne&iled la mme, rich and white, 

And timid as trembling dove : 
And it twinkled about me, a jewel of light, 

As she garnisht ont feast of Iotc j 
'T was the queenlieat hand in all lady-land, 

And she waa a poor Man -a wife 1 
t but little ye*d think how that wee, white hand 

Could dare in the battle of Life. 



Her heart it waa lowly as maiden^s might be, 

Bat hath cVimbM to heroic height, 
And burned like a shield in defence of me. 

On the sorest field of fight 1 
And startling a^ fire, it hath often flasht up 

In her eyes, the good heart and rare I 
As she drank down her half of onr bitterest cnp^ 

And taught me how to bear. 



Her aweet eyes that seem'd, with their smile sublime, 
Made to look me and light me to heaven. 

They have triumphed thro' bitter tears many a time, 
Since their love to my life waa given : 



m 

And the raaiden-meek Toiee of the womanly Wife 

Still bringeth the heavens nigher ; 
For it rioga like the voice of God over my lifi, 

Aye bidding me climb up higher. 

I hardly dared think it was human, when 

1 first lookt in her yearning lace ; 
For it shone as the heavens had opened then, 

And clad it with glory and grace I 
Bat dearer its light of healing grew 

In onr dark and desolate day, 
As the Rainbow, when heav'n hath no break of blue, 

Smileth the storm away. 



! her shape wag the lithest Loveliness, — 

Just an armfhl of heaven to nnfold 1 
But the form that bendg flower-like in love's careee, 

With the Victor's strength is souPd I 
In her worihipfnl presence transfigured I stand, 

And the poor Man's English home 
She lights with the Beauty of Greece the graud, 

And the glory of regallest Eome. 
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USES INSCRIBED TO THE RE?. F. D. 
i MAURICE. 

Gob bless yon, Brave Ooe, in our dearth, 

Your life shall leave a trailing glory ; 
And round the poor Man*g homely hearth 
^m We proudly tell your suffering's story. 

All Saviour-souls have sacrificed, 

With Eought but noble faith for gaerdoo ; 
And ere the world hath crown*d the Christy 
^ The man to death hath borae the burdeu 1 



The Savage broke the glass that bronght 

The heavens nearer, eaitb the legend 1 
Eveu so the Bigots welcome aught 
^H That makes our vision starrier region'd I 

I, They lay their Corner-stones in dark 
^P Beep waters, who np-buUd in beanty, 
^^On Earth^s old heart, their Triumph- Arc 
That crowns with glory Uvea of duty* 
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And meeklj etill the Martyrs go 
To keep with Pain their solemn bridal I 

And etill thej walk the fire who bow 
1^'ot dowu to worship Custom's Idol, 

In fieriest forge of martyrdom, 

Their Bwords of soul must weld and brighten ! 
Tear-bathed^ from fiercest farnace, como 

Their Utcs, heroic-tempered — Titaa ! 

And heart-strings sweetest music make 
When swept by Suiferiiig*8 fiery fingers I 

And thro' soul-shadows starriest 'break 
The glories on Qod^s brave light-bringerg. 

Take heart 1 tho' sown ia tears and blood, 
No seed that's quick with lovej hath perish t, 

Tho^ dropt iu banrea bye ways— God 
Some glorious flower of life hath cherisht* 

Take heart ; the rudo dust dark To-day, 
Soars a new-ltghted sphere To-morrow I 

And wings of splendour burst the clay 
That clasps as in Death's fruitful furrow. 



B* 
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LOVE. 



LoYE ! Love I Love 1 

Ita glory smites our gloom, 

And flower-like flusht witli life, the heart 

Dotli burgeon into bloom t 
Sweet as the aanshine's golden-kiss, 

That crowns the world anew : 
Sweet as in Roses* hearts of bliss, 
^^k Soft, smnmer-dark, drops dew. 



Love I Love I Love I 
Ma J make the brave heart ache ; 
Pulse out its lavish life^ and leave 

Itj mournfullj to break 1 
Bnt how exquisite it starts 

The thoughts that bee-like cling. 
To drain the honey from young hearts, 
brave a bleeding sting I 



Love I Love I Love t 
Its very pain endears 1 
And e?ery wail and weeping brings 
Some blessing on our tt^ars 1 
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Love makes our darkest days, sweet dove I 

In golden Sans go dowu. 
And still we'll clothe our hearts with love. 

And crowE ub with Love's crown. 



A SONG IN THE CITY. 

CoiNiNO the heart, brain, and sinew, to gold, 
Till we sink in the dark, on the pauper's dole. 

Feeling for ever the flower less mould, 
Growing about the uncrowned soul ! 

O, God t O, God I must this evermore be 

Tlie lot of the Children of Poverty ? 
The spring is calling from brae and bower, 
In the twinkling sheen of the aminy hour, 
Earth smiles in her golden green ; 

Glad as the bird in tree-top chanting 
Its anthem of Liberty I 

With its heart in its musical gratitude panting, 
And 0, 'tis a bliss to be I 

Once more to drink in the life-breatMng air, 
Lapt in luxurious flowers— 

To recall again the pleasures that were 
In Infancy's innocent hours — 



132 



I 



To wash the earth-Btaios and the dust from my goal, 

In nature's reTiving tears, once more ; 
To feaat at her banquet, and driuk ft'om her bowl 

Rich dew, for the heart's hot core. 
Ah me J ah me I it is heaTeuIy then, 

And hints of the spirit-world, near alway, 
Are stirring, and stirred, at my heart again, 

Like leaves to the kiss of May ; 
It is but a dream, yet' tia passing sweet. 

And when from its spells ray spirit is wakmgj 
Dark as my heart, and the wild tears start ; 

Fob I WAS not uadg mebely for moki;t-«akino. 
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My soul leaneth out, to the whisperings 

Of the mighty, the marvellous spirits of old ; 
And heaven- ward soareth to Htreugthon her wings. 

When Labour relapse th its earthly hold ; 
And breathless with awfullest beauty— it liBtens, 

To cateh the Night's deep, starry mystery j 
Or in mine eyes, dissolved, glistens, 

Big, for the moan of Humanity. 
Much that is written within its chamber, 
Much that Is shrined in the mind's living amber, 
Mnch of this thought of mine, 

There's music below, in the glistering leaves, 

There's music above, and heaven- s hint bosom heaves 
The liilvery clouds between j 
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The boughs of tba woodland aro nodding in play, 

And wooingly beckon my spirit away — 
I hear the dreamy hnm 

Of bees in the lime-tree, and birds on the spray; 

And they, too, are calling my thinking away ; 
But I cannot-— cannot come. 
Yiaion of verdant and heartrcoolin^ places 

Will iteal on my eouI like a golden apring-ram. 
Bringing the lost light of brave, vanisht faces ; 

Till all my Hfe bloasoms with beauty again, 
Eat 0, for a glimpse of the flower-laden Morning, 

That makes the heart le^ip np, and knock at heaven's 
door I 
for the green lane, the green field, the green wood, 

To take in, by heartfuls, their greenness once more I 
How I yearn to lie down in the Insh-fiower^d meadows^ 
And nestle in leaves, and the sleep of the shadows. 

Where violets in the cool gloom are awaking^ 
111 ere, let my soul burst from its cavern of clay, 
To float down the warm spring, away and away! 

For I WAS not m^de uerely for icoke:y-kakikg. 

At ray wearisome task 1 oftentimes turn 
From my bride, and my monitress, Duty, 

Forgetting the strife, and the wrestle of life. 
To talk with the spirit of beauty, 

The mill tit ude*s hum, and the chinking of gold. 
Grow hush as the dying of dtij^ 




For on vi^^ polttas nnnie, witli joj mUM^ 

I &U1I wmM itagsle &»! pre to birtli ; 
For I voqU not pftM ftwmj ftom e&rtK 

Aad make no ^gn I 
I jearn to utter, what m^lit l^e on, 
Ie the world's heart, when I am goae. 
I woqM not plod OD, like these slawes of gold. 

Who shat up thw soak^ in a dosky caTe : 
I would see the world better, and noblei^^al'd. 

Ere I dream of he^ren in my green tnrf-grare. 
I may toQ till my life w filled with dreariness^ 
ToU tai my heart is a wreck in its weanness^ 
Toil for e?er, for tear^teept bread, 
mi I go down to the silent dead. 
Bnt^ by this yearning, this hoping, thi^ aching, 

I WAB ROT MADE MEBELY FOE MOKEY^lLUnKG. 
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m Ho 1 PBitriots of old England, wake 1 
■ And join ye heart and hand, 

^^ To welcome him for Freedom*:? aake 
^^k Within oar fatherland 1 



A WELCOME TO LODIS KOSSUTH. 
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He needs no proud triuinpbal arch. 

Nor baaners on the wind ; 
In hearts tbat beat bis triumph-mareb, 

Our Kossutli's fitly ahrined I 
We meet bim here, we greet him here — 

With LoTe^s wide arms caress him I 
And Kings have no such welcome dear. 

As Kossuth bath t God bless Aiw», 



He rose like Freedom's morning star, 

Where all was darkling, dim — 
We saw bis glory from afar, 

And fought iu soul for Uim I 
Brave Yictor ! how his radiant brow 

Kinged Freedom^ s host like Saul 1 
And in his crown of sorrow now 

He's royallest bearfc of alL 
We meet him here, we greet him here — 

With Love's wide arms eareas him I 
And Kings have no such welcome dear^ 

As Kossuth hath : God hkss him* 



Ay J Eoglish hearts thro' proud tears gush 

With glory at bis name— 
Whose brave deeds made the roused blood rush 

Along our veins like flame: 



We crheer*d liim thn/ hfa Ucro-strife^ 

And, in Ms presence met, 
We^U show the world tliat noble life 

Lives la Old England yet I 
We meet Mm here, we greet him here — 

With Love's wide anns caress him I 
And KiDg^e have no snch welcome dear, 

Afl Kossuth hath I Gi>d biess him. 



He Cometh dim with glorious dust, 

From out his wrestling ring : 
Bnt, blessings — praises — deathless trust — 

Like armies round him cling 1 
And Freedom runs her radiant round, 

Tho' clouds shut out the sky ; 
And soon the World^s great heart shall bound 

To Kossuth's conquering cry. 
We meet him here, we greet him here — 

With Lovers wide arms caress him I 
And Kings have no such welcome dear, 

As Kossuth hath : God bless Mm, 



His Hungary billows o'er with graves 

Of Martyrs not in vain i 
See what a ripening harvest waves 

Its fruit of that red rain ! 
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Again his flaming sword Bliall glare 

The Despots^ spleiidoar dim : 
And pals J strike the arm that dare 

Not strike a blow for him t 
We meet him here, we greet him here — 

With Love's wide arms caress liim ! 
And Kings have no such welcome deafp 

As Kossath hath : God bless Mm, 



King out, exuit, and clap your hands, 

Free Men and Women lirave — 
Shout, Britain I shake the startled hxncls, 

And free the boanden Slave I 
Come forth, make merry in the san. 

And give him welcome dne ; 
Heroic hearts have crown'd htm ono 

Of Ear til's Immortal few I 
We meet him here, we greet him here — 

With Love'3 wide arms caress him I 
And Kings have no snch welcome dear, 

As Kossuth hath : God bless him. 
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ONWARD AND SCNWAED. 

Tell me tlie son^ of the bcautifal Stars, 

As grandly they glide on their blue way above ub, 
Looking, despite of our spirit's sin-scara, 

Down on iis tenderly, yearning to love us I 
This is the song in their work-worship snng^ 
Down thro' the world-jewelled universe rung : 
" Onward for ever, for evermore onward,^^ 
And ever they open their lovinj^ eyes Sunward* 

" Onward," ahouta Earth, with her myriad voices 

Of music, aye answering the song of the Seven, 
As like a winged child of God's love she rejoices, 

Swinging her censer of glory in heaven. 
And lo, it IE writ by the finger of God, 
In sunbeams and flowers on the live-green sod : 
Onward for ever, for evermore onward, 
And ever she turmeth all truBtfully Sunward. 



The mightiest souls of all time hover o'er us, 

Who laboured like gods among men, and have gone 

Like great l>ur8ts of sun on the dark way before us : 
They're ^"ith us, still with us, our brittle fight on, 



im 



Looking down vlctor-brow'd, from the glory-crown'd hill 
The J beckoD, and beacon us, on, onward atill ; 
And the trae hearths aspirings are onward, still onward ; 
It turns to the Fntnie, as earth tarneth Sunward* 



A MAIDEN'S SONG. 

I LOTE I and Love hath given me 
Sweet thoughtg to God akin 

And op Mi a living Paradise 
My heart of hearts witMa : 

from this Eden of mj life 

God keep the Serpent Sin I 

1 love 1 and into an gel-land 

With starry glimpses peer I 
I drink in beauty like heaven- wine, 

When One is smiling near ! 
And there's a Rainbow round my soul 

For every falling tear. 

Dear God in heaven I keep without stain 

My bosom*s brocMling Dove ; 
clothe it meet ff>r angel-armSp 
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There's do dearth of kindness, 

Tho' it be unspoken, 
From the heart it buildeth 

Rainbow-smiles in token — 
That there be none so lowly, 

But have some augeUoucb : 
Yet, nursing loves unholy, 

We live for aelf too much 1 



As the Wild-rose bloweth. 

As runs the happy river, 
Kindness freely floweth 

In the heart for ever. 
But if men will hanker 

Ever for golden dust, 
Xingliest hearts wilt eanker, 

Brightest spirits rust 



There's no dearth of kiudnesi 

In this world of ours ; 
Only in our blindness 

We gather thorns for flowers I 
cherish God^s best giving, 

Falling from above I 
Life were not worth living, 

Were it not for Love. 




A ITRIC OF LOVE. 

The Lark that nestles nearest earth, 

To HeaTea's gat© nigliest sings j 
And loving thee, mj lowiy life 

Doth mount on Lark-like wings I 
Thine eyea are Btarrj promises : 

And affluent above 
All measure in its blessing, is 

The largess of thy love. 



Merry as laughter 'mong the hills, 

Spring dunces at my heart I 
And at my wooing future's eoul, 

Into her face will start ! 
The Queen-moon, in her starry bower 

Looks happier for our love ; 
A dewier splendour fills the flower, 

And mellower coo3 the Dove- 



My heart muy sometimes blind mine eyes 

With utterance of tijara, 
But feels no pang for thee, Belov'd 1 

But all the more cudears • 
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And if life comes with cross and eare 

TJnknow^n in years of yore, 
I know thou 'It half the burden bear, 

And I am strong once more. 

Ah I now I see my life was shorn^ 

That, like the forest- brook 
When leaves are shed, my darkling sod 

Up in Iiea?en*s face might look ! 
And blessings on the storm that gave 

Me haven on thy breast, 
Where life hath climaxt like a wave 

That breaks in perfect rest- 



THE FAMINE-SMITTEM- 

Ik the teM's of the Momlng^ — 

The smiles of the sun. 
The green Earth's adorning 

Told spring had begun I 
Warm woods donned their beauty, wrought 

Throngb long still nights, 
And musical breezes brought 

Flowery delights : 
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The bnmmbg leayes flasht 

Rich in light, with sweet Bounds 
And the glad waters dasht 

Their starry spray round I 
The wood-biiieg up-climbing, 

Langht out, puLk-and-goIden, 
And bees made sweet chiming 

In roses half-folden, 
But where was that infant-band, 

Wont in spring weather 
To wander forth, hand-m-hand, 

Violets to gather ? 
Ah misery 1 they slept, 

The dear blossoms of love ! 
Where the green branches wept. 

And the grass crept abore j 
Melodious gladness 

Throbbed thro' the rich air, 
But the anguish of madness 

Kent Poverty's lair ; 
For Famine had smitten 

Its pride of life low, 
And agony written 

On heart and on brow. 
Sweet from the boughs the birds 

Sang in their mirth, 
Tlic lark messaged heaven-wards 

Blessings from cartli— - 
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But I tani^d where our geutle Lord's 

Loves la J in dearth* 
They heard not, tior heeded. 

The sounda of life o^er theui I 
They felt not, nor needed, 

The hot tears wept for them I 
Bnt earth-flowers were sjjringing 

O'er human flowers' grave, 
And, God I what heart- wringing 

Their tender looks gave I 
They died I died of hunger — 

By bitter want blasted I 
While wealth for the Wronger 

Ran over un tasted — 
While Pomp, in joy's rosy bow'rs, 

Wasted Hfe-s measure, 
Chiding the lagging hoars, 

Wearied of pleasure I 
They died ! while men hoarded 

The free gifts of God ; 
They died 1 'tis recorded 

In letters of blood. 
Yet the corn on the hills 

Waves its showery-gold crown j 
StiU Nature's lap Alls 

With the good heaven drops down, 
O I this world might be lighted 

With Eden's first smile— 
t 
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Angel-hannted — unbliglitedi 

With freedom for Toil : 
Bat they wring out our blood 

For their banqaet of gold ! 
They annul lawB of God, 

Soul and body are sold ! 
Hark now I hall and palace, 

Ring out, dome and rafter 1 
Ay^ laugh on, ye callons I 

In Hell thereUl be laughter : 
But tremble, li ell-makers ; 

The Bliorn among men — 
The world's image-breakers 

Grow mighty again ; 
There be stern times a-coming. 

The dark days of reck'ning. 
The storms are up-looming — 

The Nemesis wakening t 
On heaven, blood shall call, 

Earth quake with pent thunder, 
And shackle and thrall 

Shall be riven asunder. 
It win come, it shall come, 

Impede it what may : 
Vpt I*eople I and welcome 

Your glorious day 1 
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OUfi FATHERS ARE PRAYING FOR PAUPER 
PAY. 

SsOTTEN atones will talk with fiery tongueSj 

And the worm, when trodden, will turn ; 
Bat, Cowards, ye cringe to the crtielkst wrongs. 

And answer with never a spurn. 
Then tortare, Tyrants, the spiritlees drove, 

Old England- s Helotg will bear : 
There's no hell in their hatred, no God m their love, 

Kor shame in their dearth^s despair. 
For onr Fathers are i>raying for Pauper-pay, 

Onr Mother's with Death's kiss are white ; 
Our Sous are the rich man's Serfs by day, 

And onr Daughters his Slaves by night. 



The TearlesB are drunk with our tears : have they driven 

The God of the poor man mad ? 
For we weary of waiting the help of Heaven, 

And the battle goes still with the bad, 
but death for death, and life for life, 

It were better to take and give. 
With hand to throat, and knife to knife^ 

Than die out as thoosands live I 
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For our Fathers are praying for Faaper-pay, 
Our Mothers with Death's kiss are wliite ; 

Oar Sons are the rich man's Serfs by day, 
And our Daughters his Slaves by night. 



Fearless and few were the Heroes of old, 

Who play'd the peerless part : 
We are fifty-fold, but the gangrene Gold 

Hath eaten out Hampden's heart. 
With their faees to danger, like free-men they foaght, 

With their daring, all heart and hand : 
And the thunder-deed followed the lightmng-thonght, 

When they stood for their own good land, 
Otir Fathei's are praying for Pauper-pay, 

Out Mothers with Death's kiss are white j 
Our Sons are the rich man's Serfs by day, 

And oar Daughters his Slaves by night» 



When the heart of one half the world doth beat 

Akin to the brave and the true, 
And the tramp of Democracy's earthquake feet 

Goes thrilling the wide world through,*^- 
We should not be Hying in darkness and dust. 

And dying like slaves in the night ; 
But, big with the might of the inward *' mttsi^" 

We should battle for Freedom and Right I 



IV} 

For our Fathers are praying for Pauper-pay, 
Our Mothers with Death*s kiss are white j 

Our Sons are the rich man^s Serfs by day, 
And oar Daughters his Slaves by night 



A CRT OF THE PEOPLES. 

Like a strong mau m torture, tlie weary world tometh, 

To el u tell Freedom*^ robe round her slavery's starknesa ; 
With shame and with shudder, poor mother j she yeameth 

O'er wrongs that are done in her dearth and her dark- 
ness. 
gather thy strength up, and crush the Abhorred, 

Who murder thy poor heart, and drain thy life^rings, 
And are crowned to hide the Cain-hraad on their fore- 
head : 

let them be last of the Queens and the Kings I 



By the lovers and friends we have tenderly cherisht, 
Who made the Cause soar up like flame at tbeir breath, 

Who struggled like Gods met in tight ^ and have periaht 
In poverty's battle with grim daily death : 
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0, hy M dear ones that bitterly plead for us — 

Llfc-ilowers tied up in Um heart's breaking strings — ^ 

Sisters tliat weep for us^niothers tbat bleed for us — 
Let these Im last of the Queens and the Kings 1 

Sun find Rain kindle grcenlj the graves of our Martyrs. 

Ye might not tell where the brave blood ran like rain 1 
But there it burus ever 1 and heavcn^s weeping waters 

And branding suns never shall whiten the stain I 
Eemember the hurtling the Tyrants have wrought m, 

And smite till each helm bravely flashes and rings 1 
Life for life^ blood for blood, is the lesson they've taught 

USp 

And be these the last of the Qaeens and the Kings 1 



Ho I weary Kightwatch, is there light on the summit 7 

Yearner up through the ^^ight^ say, is there hope ? 
For deeper in darkness than fathom of plummet, 

Our Bark thro' the tempest doth stagger and gropo 1 
" To God's unforgiven, to caitifiF and craven — 

To Crown and to Sceptre, a cleaving curse clmgs ; 
Ye muMt llliig them from deck, would ye steer into heaven, 

For Death tracks the last of the Queens and the 
Klngi I" 
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HOPE UN, HOPE EVER. 

Hope on, hope ever I thoagh to-day be dark, 

Tbe liwt^et sunburst iTitiyBmne od thee to-morrow ; 
Tl JO* thou art lonely, t berets an eye will mnrk 

Thy loDeliness, and guerdon all tby sorrow 1 
Tho* tliou must toil -mon^ cold ami sordid men, 

Witb none to echo back tby thought, or loye thee, 
Cheer up, poor heart 1 thou dost not beat in vain. 

For God is over all, and heaven alx>ve thee — 
Hope on, hope ever. 



I 



The iron may enter in and pierce thy soal, 

But cannot kill tbe love within thee barning ; 
Tbe tears of misery, tliy bitter dole, 

Can never quench thy true heart's seraph yearning 
For better things : nor crnsh thy ardour's trust, 

That Error from the mind shall be uprooted, 
That Truths shall dawn as flowers spring from the duBt, 

And Love be cherisbt where Hate was embruted 1 
Hope on, hope ever. 

I know 'tifi hard to bear the sneer and taunt, 

With the heart's honest pride at midnight wrestle, 

To feel the killing canker- worm of Want, 

While rich rogues in their stolen luxury nestle ; 
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For I have felt it. Yet from Earth's cold Real 
My soul looks ont on coming things, and cheerful 

The warm Suurise floods all the land Ideal, 
And still it wluapers to the woru and tearful, 

rHope on, hope ever, 
Hope on, hope ever I after darkest night, 
Comes, fall of loving life, the laughing Morning j 
Hope on, hope ever ! Bprtug^tide, flusht with light, 
Aye crowns old Winter with her rich adornin|j. 
Hope on, hope ever I yet the time shall come^ 

When man to man shall be a friend and brother j 
And this old world shall be a happy home, 
And all Earth^s family love one another I 
Hope on, hope ever. 



THE PEOPLE'S ADVENT, 



Tis coming up the steep of Time, 

And this old world is growing brighter ! 

We may not see its da^^ snblime. 
Yet high hopes make the heart throb lighter. 



We may be sleeping in the ground, 
When it awakes the world io wonder ; 

But we have felt it gflthering round. 
And heard its voice of hving thunder, 

Tis coming I jts^ ^tts coming I 



Tie coming now, the glorious time, 

Foretold hy Seers, and snag in story ; 
For which, when thinking was a crime, 

SonJj leapt to Leaven from scaffolds gory 1 
They pass'd, oor see tbe work they wrought, 

^ow the cro\vti*d ho|)CS of centuries blossom I 
But the live light oiug of tlieir tho tight 

And daring deeds, doth pube Earth's bosom. 
'Tis coming I yes, ^tis coming ! 



Creeds, Empireai Sy sterna, rot with age. 

But the great People's ever youthful I 
And it shall write the Fut tire's page, 

To our humanity more truthful ! 
The gnarliest lieart hath tender chords, 

To waken at the name of " Brother ;" 
And time comes when brain-J5Corpion words 

We shall not speak to sting ench other, 

'Tifl coming I ye«, 'tis coming I 
1* 
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Out of the light, ye Prieata, nor fling 

Your dark, cold shadows oa ua longer I 
Aside 1 thou world-wide curjse, ealPd King I 

The People's step la quicker, stronger. 
There's a Divinity withia 

That makes men great, whene'er they will it. 
God works with all who dare to win, 

And the time cometh to reveal it. 

Tis coming ! yes^ 'tia coming 1 



Freedom 1 the tyrants kill thy braves ; 

Yet in our memories live the sleepers, 
Tho' murdered millions feed the graves, 

Dug by Death's fierce, red-handed reapers ; 
The world shall not for ever bow 

To things which mock God's own endeavour ; 
'Tis nearer than they wot of now, 

When flowers shall wreathe the sword for ever. 
Tis coming ! yes, 'tis coming I 



Fraternity 1 Love's other name I 

Dear, heaven-connecting link of Being I 

Then shall we grasp thy golden dream, 
As souls, ful 1-st a til red, ^a*ow far-seeing, 

Thon shalt unfold our l>ettor part, 
Ami in our LiftM-np yield more honey : 
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Light up with joy the poor maa's heart, 

And Lovers own world, with smiles more sunny i 
T^is coming I yes, 'tis coming 1 

Ay, it must come I The Tyrant's throne 

la crumbling with our hot tears rusted j 
The Sword earth's mighty have leant on 

Is cankered, with our hearths blood crusted* 
Koom ! for the men of Mind make wnyl 

Te robber RnkrSi pause no longer ; 
Ye cannot stay the opening day : 

The world rolls on, the light grows stronger, — 
The People's AdYeiit ^a coming 1 



KISSES. 

Opte kiss more, Sweet I 
Soft as voluptuous wind of the west, 
Or silk en est surge of thy purple-vem'd breastf 
Bipe lips all ruddily melting apart, 
Drink up the honey and wine of my heart I 



One km more, Sweet ! 
Warm as a morning sunbeam's dewy gold 
Slips in n red Rosp\s fra^rantegt fold, 
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Bets Its green blood all a-bliish^ burning up 
At the fresh feel of life, in its crimson cop | 

One kisa more, Sweet I 
Full aa the flush of the aea-waves grand, 
Flooding the sheeny fire out of the sand ; 
On all the shores of my being let Bliaa 
Break with its neap-tide sea in a klsa 1 



PEACE, 

YeSj Peace is beautifnl ; aad I do yearn 

For her to clasp the World's ]K>or tortured heart, 

As sweet spring warmth dotli brood o^er coming flowers. 

Bnt peace with these Leviathans of blood — 

Who pirate crimson seas, deFouring men ? 

Give them the hand of brotherhood — who.se fangs 

Are in our hearts with the grin^ hlood-honnd^s grip ? 

Would^st see Peace, idiot-like^ with smirk and smile, 

A-plantiug flowers to coronal Truth's grave ? 

Peace, merry-making round the funeral pyre, 

Where Freedom, fiery-curtflined, wcda with death ? 

Peace, min'oring her form hy pools of Idood, — 

Crowning tlie Croat in Tienna's fosse, 

With all sweet inftnenee« of thankful eyes. 
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For murder of the glorious Bursclienschaft t 

Peace with Oppression, which doth tear dear friendfl 

Aad brothers from our side to-day, atid comes 

To eat OCR hearts and driDk our blood to*morrow ? 

Out on't I it m the Tjrant's canning cant, 

The robe of sheen flnng o*er its deadly dagger^?, 

Which start to lUfej whene'er it hugs to deaths 

I answer. War 1 — war with the cause of war, — 

War with our tnisery, want, and wretchedness, — 

War with curst Gold, which is an endless war 

On Love, and God, and our Hamanity I 

Brothers^ I bid ye forth to glorious war ! 

Patch fig-leaves o'er the naked truth no more. 

The stream of Time runs red with our best blood ! 

Time's seed-field we have sown with fratricide, 

And dragon's teeth have sprung, ay, in our hearts. 

O I we have fought and bled on land and sea, 

Heapt glory's car with myriads of the brave, 

Rpilt blood by oceans — treasures by the million, 

At every Tyrant's beck. Had we but shed 

Such warm and eloqnent blood for Freedom's faith, 

War's star in heaven tad lost its name ere now. 

** Brothers I" I cried, — well, Brothers, brotlier slaves I 

1 but to give ye slaves theth valiant heart, 

Whose dumb, dead dust is worth your living souls — 

Dear God I ^twere sweet to kiss the scaffold-block ! 

I'd proudly kuj* ileath'H darkness, to let Rhine 

The Fntnre's promise thro^ your sorrow's tears ! 
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r? ah, no ! ye feel not sense bo holy t 
The worm of misery riots in your hearts — 
Ye hear your younglings in the drear midnight 
Malse moau for bread, when yc have none to give l- 
Ye drain your life, warm, for the vnltnre's drink I 
The groaning land is choked with llviug death. 
1 ye are mated to the things of scorn, 
And I have heard your miserable maduesfi, 
Belcht forth in dniukeri pseaiis to your tyrants, 
Pledging your murderers to the hell they- re made J 
Ah, Christ I was it for this, thou sudden sun, 
Did'st light these eenturics witlj tliy dying smile ?— 
Was it for this, so many and so many 
Have ha^ikt thch^ spirit-swords against onr fetters 
And killing cords, that bleed our hearts to death — 
Wept griefs might turn the kouI grey in an hour^ — 
Broke their great hearts for love, and, in despair, 
Dasht their immortal crowns to earth, and died ? 
Was it for this the countless Host of Martyrs, 
Becrown'd and robed in fiery martyrdom, 
Beat out a golden-aged Future from 
The angel-metal of their noble lives— 
Clomb the red scaffold — strain^ their weary eyes, 
Across the mists of ages, for one glimpse 
Of midnight burning into that bright Dawn 
Now bursting golden, up the skies of time ? 
When will ye put your hnman glory on ? 
How long will ye lie darkling desolate, 
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F With barren brain, blind life, and fallow beart ? 
be hoUow yearning graTc will kindly close, 
And flowers spring where the mould lay freshly dark I 
The leaves will burst from out the naked'st boughs, 
Fire-ripe uM into glorious greenery, 
Waste Moor and Pen will kindle into spring ; 
How long will ye lie darkliiig, desolate ? 

I Lord God Almighty I what a spring of freedom 
Awaits to burst the winter of our world I 
! if aught moving thrilb a bro therms love, 
' Whieh pleads for utterance in blinding tears, 
Then let these words burn living in your souls, 
Snat<jh Fcafs coUUiuml from off your palsied hearts. 
And send the iutr-ejnd shudder through your veins. 

I Helots of Albion 1 Feuury'^ nurslings 1 rise, 
And Bwear, in God's name, and in Heaveu's or Hell's, 
Ye will bear witness at the birth of Freedom t 
Arise, and front the blessed light of Heaven, 
With tyrant-quailing matdiood m your looks 1 
Arise, go forth to glorious war for right, 
And justice, and mankiud^s high destiny I 
Arise, 'tis Freedoni^i^ bleeding fight, strike home 
Wherever tyrants lift the gorgou-head 1 
There is a cliasm in the coming years, 
B A-gapefor strife^s Kiagara of blood — 

Or to be bridged by brave hearts linkt in love. 
The world is stirring with its mighty purpose : 
No raorp be laggards in the miirch of man. 
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The YuHure Despotism spreads lis wide wmgs 
Kight royally, to giTe ye broader mark I 
And the hag Evil sickeus unto death, 
With her sore travail o'er the bh*th of God. 
And yet shall War's red-let tei"*d creed die oat ; 
Where blood is running, shall the wild-flowers blow ; 
Wiiere men are groaning, shaJl tlieir children sing ; 
And peace and love re-Gen€sis the world. 



EDEN. 

There is not a rift in the bine sky now, 

Where a million tempests tore it ; 
There ib not a furrow on Ocean's brow, 

Tho^ ft million years have past o'er it. 
And for all tlie storms and the strifes that have rolVd 

Down the ages grim and gory ; 
Earth weareth her pleasajit face, as of old, 

And langhs in her morning glory. 
And Man — tho* he beareth the brand of Sin, 

And the licsh and the devil have bound him — 
Hath a spirit within^ to old Eden akin. 

Only narture up Eden aroutid him. 



the cloud may have fali'ii on the humaa face, 

And its lordliest beauty blighted ; 
For love hath gone ont with a darkening' traCe^ 

Where the inward glory lighted. 
Yet the old world of love liveth still in the heart, 

Ar we've many a sweet revealing : 
And its rich fossil-jewels in tears will up-start 

With the warm flood of holier feeling. 
Ay, Man— tho' he bearetb the brand of Sin, 

And the flesh and the devil have bound him — 
lath a spirit within, to old Eden akin, 

Only nurture up Edea around him. 

O tne terror 1^, the tortures^ the miseries dark — 

That have curst us, and cru^ht, and cankered t 
Yet, aye, from the Deluge, Humanity 'e Ark 

Hath on some serene Ararat anchored* 
the golden chains that link heaven to earthy 

The rusts of ali time cannot sever t 
Evil shall die in its own dark dearth, 

And the Good liveth on for even 
And Mau^tho' he bears th the brand of Sin, 

And the flesh aad the devil have bound him^ — 
Hath a spirit within, to old Eden akin, 

Only nurture up Eden around him. 




THE MEN OF FORTY-EIGBT. 

They roie hi Freedom's rare suniise. 

Like Giants roused from wine j 
And ill their hearts aiid in their eyes, 

The God leapt uj^ divine ! 
Their Koula llasht out like naked swords, 

Uiishefttlied for fier}^ fate 1 
Strength went like battle with their word§ — 

The Men of Forty-eight, 

Hurrah 1 

For the Men of Forty-eight* 



Dark days have falPu^ yet in the strife 

They bate no hope BubUme, 
And bravely works tiie exultant life, 

Their hearts pulue thro^ the time ; 
Aa gtafiis is greeueBt trodden down, 

So Buffering makes men great, 
And this dark tide shall richly crown 

The work of Forty-eight, 

nurrali I 

For the Men of Forty-eight, 
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Some in a lilootly burial sleep, 

Like Gfreeks to glory goue, 
But in their steps avengers leap 
' With their proof-arm oui- on : 
And hearts beat high with dauntless trust 

To trinmpli soon or late, 
Tho' tliey be mouid^ring down in duiit — 

Brave Mca of Forty-eight ! 

Hurrah I 

For the Men of Forty-eight I 

whea the world wakes up to worst 

The Tyrants once again, 
And Freedom's sumraons-ahont shall buret, 

Rare music 1 on the brain, — 
With heart to heart, in many a land, 

Ye^l find them all e late- 
Era vo remnant of that Spartan-band, 

The Men of Forty-eight. 

Hurrah 1 

For the Men of Forty-eight* 
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OUR LAND. 

*Ti3 the Land that our stalwart fore-sires trode, 

Where the brave and the heroie-sonFd 
Implanted oar freedom with their best blood, 

hi the martyr-dajs of old. 
The liuts of the lowly gave Liberty birth, 

Their hearts were her cradle glorious, 
And wherever her foot-prints lettered the earth, 

Great spirits npspraog yic tor ions, 
In our rare old Land, our dear old Land, 

With its tncmorica brif^ht and braTc, 
And sing hey for the hour its sons shall band 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 



Alfred was of us, and Shakespeare's thought 

Bekings ns, all crowns above 1 
And Freedom^s dear faith a fieree splendour caught 

From our grand old Milton's lore I 
And we should be marching on gallantly, 

And striding from glory to glory, 
For the Right with our Might striking valiantly, 

On the track of the famous in story — 
For our rare old Land, our dear old Land, 

With its memories bright and brave. 
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Aad sing hey for the hour its soas shall band 
To free ifc of Tyrant and SlaTe, 

On Nasehy-field of the fight snbhme, 

Our old red Rose doth blow I 
Would to God that the soul of that earlier time 

Might marshal ns conquering now I 
Oil into the Future's fair clime t!ie world sweepa, 

And the time truiBpets true men to freedom : 
At the heart of our helots the mounting God leapg, 

But O for the Moses to lead 'em 1 
For our rare old Land, our dear old Laud, 

With its memories bright and brave I 
And sing hey for the hour its sons shall baud 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave. 



What do we lack, that the ruffian Wrongj 

Should starve ua 'mid heaps of gold ? 
We have brains as broad, we have arms m strong, 

We have hearts as big and as bold I 
Will a thonsand years more of meek suffering school 

Our lives to a sterner bravery ? 
No I down and down with their robber rule, 

And up from the land of slavery I 
For our rare old Laud, our dear old Laud, 

With its memories bright and brave I 
And sing hey for the hour its sons shall band 

To free it of Tyrant and Slave 
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SffEET SPIRIT OF MT LOVl 

Sweet Spirit of my love ! 
Thro^ all the world we wiillt apart ; 

Thou mayst not in my bosom lia : 
I may not press thee to luy hearty 

Xor see love- thinkings light thuic oye : 
Yet art thou with me. All my life 

Orba out iu thy warm heauty'a sphere j 
My braYCSt dreams of thee are rife, 

And coloured with thy presence dear. 



Sweet Spirit of my love I 
I know how beautiful thou art, 

But never teU the Btarry thought : 
I only whisper to my heart, 

'* She lights with heayeu thy earthliest spot/* 
And birds that night and day rejoice, 

And fragrant winds, give back to me 
A music ringing of thy voice, 

And surge my heart-a love-tide to thee* 



Swaei Spnit of mj low ! 
The Spring ajid Saamier liloora-bediglit^ 

That garl&iid E&itli mrUk fiuboir-ihowers,' 
Mom's kksiiig br^th, Msd cjai of figlil, 

That wake in smiles tiie winking floweri, 
The air with hone jM fra^raj&ce fed. 

The flashing watem,^ — foi^liing tree, — 
Koon^s golden glory, — sundown red. 

Aye warble into soogs of tliee. 



Sweet Spirit of mj lore I 
When Kight^s soft silence clothes the eartb, 

And wakes the passionate bird of love ; 
And Stars laogh ont in golden mirth. 

And yeanling sools dirinelier move ; 
When God^a breath hallows every spot, 

Andj lapped in feeUng's luxury, 
The hearths break-fnll of tender thought ; 

Then art then with me, still with me. 



Sweet Spirit of my love I 
I listen for thy footfall,— feel 

Thy look is burning on me, such 
As reads my heart ; I sotoetlmes reel 

And throb, expectant for thy touch I 
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For by the voice of woods and brooks. 
And flowers witli virgin-fragratice wet, 

And eaTQest Stars with yearning looJtSp 
I know that we shall mingle jet. 

Sweet Spirit of ray love ! 
Strange places on me emile, as thou 

Hadst pass'd^ and left thy beauty *s tints ; 
The wild-flowers even the secret know, 

And hght and shade flash mystic bints : 
Mesecms, like olden Gods^ though come 

in cloud ; but mme anointed eyes 
Shall Bee the glory burn thro' gloom, 

And clasp thee, Sweet 1 with large surprise* 



THE BRIDAL- 

She comes 1 the blnshing Bndat Daw»p 
With her Auroral splendours on I 
And green Earth never lovelier shone : 



She danceth on her golden way, 
In dainty dalliance with the May, 
JnbUant o'er the hnppy day ! 
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Earth weareth beaven for bridal-riDg, 
And the best garland of glorj^ Spring 
From out old Winter^s world can bring. 

The green blood reddens in the rose ; 
And underaeath white-biiddiu^ boughs 
The violets purple Iei rich rows. 

High np in air the Chestnuts blow% 
The Hye-green Apple-tree^s flush bough 
Floatcth^ a cloud of rosy snow ! 

Clond-shadow-shjps swmi faerily 
Over the greenery's sunny sea, 
Whose warm tides ripple down tha lea. 

The Birds, arbroodiug, strive to sing, 
Feeling tbe life warm *neath the wiug : 
Their love, too, burgeons with the Spring I 

The winds that make the flowers blow, 
Heavy with balm, breathe soft and low, 
A budding warmth, an amoroos glow 1 



They kiss like some endearing mouth, 
More sweet than the Sabean South, 
And balm the splcndonr-s drooping drouth ; 
8 
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Such a delicious feel doth flood 
The eyeB, as lares the burQing bud 
When June-raiiis feed ambrosial blood- 

O, merrily Life doth revel and reign 
Light in heart, and blithe in bram ; 
Running hlte wine in every vein. 

Alive with eyes, the Tillage sees 

The Bridal dawning from the trees, 

And Housewives swarm i^ the snu Uke Beea. 

Silence sits i' the Belfry-Choir t 
Up in the twinkling air the spire 
Throbs, golden in the bickering fire/ 

The win king wuidows burn and blush 
With colonrs rare as flow and flush 
Thro' summer sunsets bloomed and hush, 

But^ enter : lordlier splendours brim, 
Such mists of gold and purple swim^ 
And the light falls so rich and dim. 



Even so doth Love Life's doors uubar. 
Where all tbe hidden glories are, 
That from the windows shone afar. 



Ill 

LoTe-s lovely to the passcrs^bjj 
Bat tliej who loye are region'd high 
Ou th' Mlla of Bliss, with heaTen uigh. 

Sumptuous as Iris, when she swims 
With rainbow-robe on dainty limbs, 
The Bride's rare loveliness overbrims ! 

The gazers drink rich overflows, 
Her cheek a livelier damask glows, 
And on his arm she leans more close. 

A drunken joy roels in his blood, 
He wanders an enchanted wood, 
He ranges realms of perfect good. 

Dear Ood I that he alono hath grace 
To light such splendour in her face, 
And win the blessing of embrace I 

She wears her maiden modesty 
With tearful grace toacht tenderly, 
Yet with a rij>e Expectancy I 



Her virgin veil reveals a form, 
Flowering from the bud so warm, 
It needs must break the CestuB-charm. 
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Last Dight, with wedable, white arms, 

And thoDgbts that tbrong'd with quaint alanns, 

She trembled o'er her mirrored charms, 

Like Ere firstrglassing her new life ; 
And the Maid startled at the Wife, 
Heart-pained with a sweet, warm strife. 

The unknown sea moans on her shore 
Of life : she hears the breakers roar ; 
But, trusting Him, she ^11 fear no more j 

E'er, tfer the deep seas there is calm, 
1*011 B& the hush of all-heaTen^s psalm : 
The golden goal, — the Yictor's palm 1 

And at her heart Loye sits and sings, 
And broodeth warmtli, begetting wings 
Shall lift her life to higher things. 

The Blessing giyen, the ring is on ; 
And at God^s Altar radiant run 
The currents of two liYes in one I 



Husht with happiness, ererj sense 
Is crowded at the heart intense j 
And silence hath sach eloquence t 
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Down to liis feet her meek eyes stoops 
As thtrt her love should poar its cup ; 
But, like a Xing, he lifts them up« 

Her fiashing face to heaven up-turns, 
As for God^s gracious kiss it yearns : 
Through all her life Hope's satirise bunis 1 

And now she trembles to his breast, 
To make it aye her happy nest, 
And proudly crown his loving quest : 

His arms her hyacinth head caress, 
And fold her fragrant slenderness, 
With all its touching tenderness. 

K'ow, on he arenas coast of crystal crowned 
Hesper lights life's ontward-bonnd : 
And Evening folds her purple round. 

A palace rich with glorious shows 
She maketh his life's narrow house 
To-night : but there he keeps no rouse \ 



Alone they hold then* marriage-feast : 
Fresh from the Chrism of the Priest, 
He would not have the happiest jest 



To storm ber brows with a crimson fine ; 
A tad, soolli, they need uo wings of wme 
To waft them into Love's diTine, 

So Strength and Btauty, liand-in-hand. 
Go forth into the honey'd land, 
Lit by the love-moon goldon-graud. 

Where God hath built their Bridal-bower j 
And on the top of life they tower, 
And taste of Eden'^ perfect hour. 

No lewd eyes o'er my shoulder look ! 
They do but ojie the blessed book 
Of Marriage in their hallowed nook. 

0, flowery be the paths they press, 
And ruddiest Imnmu fruitage bless 
Them^ with a lavish loveliness 1 



Melodious move their wedded life 

Thro* shocks of time, and storms of etrife,- 

Hnsband true, and perfect Wife 1 
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A GLIMPSE OF AULU LANG-SYNE- 

Earth, garnisbt Bride-like, bares her bosom to the 

nestUdg Nig-ht, 
Who hath come down in glorj from the golden halls of 

light. 

Ten thousand tender, starry eyes emile o'er the world at 

rest, 
The weary world — husht like an infant on ita mother'a 

breast 1 

The great old hills thrust up their foreheads in rich- 

sleepmg light : 
How proudly-grand, and still they stand, worshipping God 

to-night t • 



The flowDrs hare hung their capa with gems of their own 

sweetness wronght, 
And muse upon their stems, in smiling ecstasy of thought : 

They have banquetted on beauty, at the fragrant Eve's 

red lips, 
AEd fold in charmed rest, with crowns upon their velvet 

tips. 
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No fweu tido swoepn the iiea of leaTea, bo wfnd-s^ stirs 

tho HOtl, 
Wlilltt IlulliiOMi* htmila dove-ltke on the soul, be^tting 

Kwcot liour I thou wa,k*at the feeliog that we ncTer know 

hy day, 
Fur Angiil ny<?H look down, and read the Bpirit ^neath the 

csUy : 

Even whilu 1 Ikt, BucU music Btealoth io upon my soul, 
Ai thongli ftdowii hoavQu's stair of etars, the seraph- 
hurpings «tolo— 

Or I could griiflp the immortal part of life^ aud soar, and 

Boar^ 
Such Btrong winga take me, and my heart hath found such 

hiddea lore 1 

It flings aside the weight of yeare, and lovingly goes back, 
To that sweet time, the dear old time, that glistens on its 
track 1 



Life's withered leaves grow green again, and fresh with 

Childhood's spring, 
As I am welcomed back once more, within its rainbow- 

ring :~ 



1 




The Past, with all its gathered dianns, beckons me back 

in joj, 
And loving hearts, and open arms, re-clasp me aa a boy. 

The voices of the Lored and Lost arc stirring at my 

heart. 
And Memory's raiser'd treasorea lead to lEfe^ with suddea 

start, — 

Asj through her darkened windows, warm and glad sun- 
light creeps in, 

And Lang-syne, glimpst in glorious tears, my toil-worn 
heart doth win. 



^H Thon art looking, smiling on me, 
^H smiled, Mother, 
^M And I am sitting by thy side, 
^^H Mother ! 


as thou hast lookt and 
at heart a rery child, 


^M Vm with thee now in aaul, sweet Mother, mut^h as in 
^H those hours, 

^H When all my wealth was in tliy love, and in the birds and 
^H flowers, 


^M When the long summer days were short, for my glad soul 

^H to Utc 

^M The golden fulness of the btiga, each happy hour could 


Bp 
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Wlien Heaven sang to my junocetice, and every leafy 

grovo 
And forest ach'd witli mnsic, as a young heart aches with 

love. 

When life oped like a flower, where elung my lips, to 

quaff its honey, 
And Joys thronged like a shower of gold king-cupa in 

meadows sunny, 

I *11 tell thee, Mother I since we met, stern changes have 

come o'er me : 
Then life smiled like a paradise, the world was all before 

me, 

1 I was full of trustful faith and, in my glee and glad- 
ness, 

Deemed not that others had begun as bright, whose end 
was madness, 

I knew not smiles eould light up eyes, like Snnsot'a laugh- 

ing glow 
Oo some cold stream, which burns above, while all runs 

dark below ; 

That on Love's summer sea, great sonls go down, while 

some, grown cold, 
Seal up Affection's living spriug, and sell their love for 

gold J 
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How thej on whom weM staked the heart forget the early 

vow, 
And they who swore to love through Jife would pass all 

coldly now ; 

How, in the soul^s dark hour, Love's temple^veU is rent 

in twain, 
And the heart quivei^ thora-crown'd on the cross of fiery 

pain. 

And shattered idols, broken dreams, como prowdin^ on 

my brain. 
As speaks the spirit-yoiee of days that never come again. 

It tells of golden moments lost — heart seared — blind Fas- 
don's thrall ; 

Life's spring-tide blossoms run to waste. Love's honey 
turned to gall 

It tells how many and often high resolve and purpose 

strong, 
Shaped on the anvil of my heart, have died upon my 

tongue. 

I left thee, mother, in sweet May, the merry month of 

flowers, 
To toil away In dasky gloom the* golden summer-honr». 
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I left my world of love behind, with Boul for life a-tbirgtA 

My barning eyelid dropt no tear^ although my heart was 
bursting. 

For I bad knit my aonl to climb, with poverty its burden ; 
Give me but time, O give me time, and I would win the 
guerdon. 

Ah, Mother I many a heart that all my aspiration 

cherisht 
llath fallen in the trampling strife, and lit the Itfe-march 

pCTIBht* 

We see the bleeding victims lie upon the world's grim 

Altar, 
And one by one yonng feclinga die, and dark doubts make 

us falter. 

Mother^ the world hath wreak t its part on me, with scath- 
ing power, 

Yet the best life that heaves my heart runs for thee at 
this hour, 



And by these holy yearnings, by these eyes with sweet 

tears wet, 
I know there wells a spring of love through all my being 

yet. 
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SONG OF THE EED REPUBLICAN. 

Flikq ant the red Banner I its fiery front under, 

Come, gather ye, gather ye, ChampioDs of Right I 
And roll round the world, with the voice of God^s thunder, 

The Wrongs we^re to reckon, oppressions to smite, 
They deem that we strike no more hke the oM Hero-band, 

Victory's own battle-hearted and brave : 
Blood of Christ I brothers mine, it were sweet but to see 
ye Btand, 

Triumph or Tomb welcome, Glory or Grave 1 



Fling out the red Banner in mountain and valley I 
Let Earth feel the tread of the free once again j 
Now soldiers of Freedom, for love of God, rally, 

Old Earth yearns to know that her children are Men. 
We are nerved by a thousand wrongs, burning and bleed- 
ing ; 
Bold Thoughts leap to birth, but the bold Deeds must 
come ; 
And wherever Humanity's yearning and pleading, 

One battle for Liberty atrike we heart-home. 
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Fling out the red Banner ! ocliievements immortal 

Have jet to be won by the hands labonr-browo *^ 
And feWj few may euter the proud promise-portal, 

Yet were it in thought like a glorious Crown I 
And joy of the onset ! sound trumpet, array us ; 

True hearts would leap up were all hell in our path. 
Up, up from the Staire-land ; who stirretli to stay us. 

Shall fall, BB of old, in the Ked Sea of wriith. 

Fling out the red Eanuer^ O Sons of the morning I 

Young spirits abiding to burst into wings,— 
We stand sliadow-erownM, but sublime is the w^arning, 

All heaven's grimly husht, and the Bird of Storm 
sings ! 
** AWb well/* saith the Sentry on Tyranny- s tower. 

While Hope by his watch-fire k grey aud tear-blind ; 
Ay, all's well I Freedom's Altar burns, hour by hoar, 

Live brands for the fire-damp with which ye are miued* 



Fling out the red Banner 1 the patriots perish. 

But where their bones whiten the seed striketh root i i 
Their blood hath run red the great harvest to cherish : 

Then gather ye, Kcapcrs, and garner the fruit, 
Yictory I victory I Tyrants are quaking I 

The Titan of Toil from the bloody thrall starts ; 
The slaves are awaking, the dawn-light is breaking, 

The foot-fall of Freedom i>ealf? qnirk at our li carts I 
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THE PATRIOT TO HIS BRIDE, 

Will jou leaTe the food bosom of Home, where 

BUsH hath been from your earliest waking f 
Can yoQ give its endearments to come, where 

Life Uath many a hot heart-aching ? 
Ha?e jou counted the cosj; to stand by me, 

In the battle I fight for Man ? 
And shall your angel-love deify mo, 

Who stand in the worlU^s dark ban ? 
0, a daring high goul you will need, dear lo?e, 

To brave the life-battle with me : 
For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear love. 

And yoar sweet eyes dim tearfully. 



Sweet I know you of gallant hearts perishing, — 

The fine spirits that dumbly bow ? 
For a little of Fortune's cherishing, 

They are breaking in agony now I 
And without the sunshine that life needeth, 

Alas I Sweet I fov me and for you : 
But little the careless w^orld heedeth 

For love liko onrs, ti^nder ami true ! 
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O, a daring liigti soul yon will need^ dear love, 

To brave the Hfe^battle with me : 
For your trae heart may of teu times bleed, dear love, 

And your Bweet eyes dim tearfully. 

Well, you've sworn, I have swora, God hath boand us, 

In a covenaat the world shall not part ; 
I have flung mj love's purple aronad us, 

And you live in each pnlae of my heart I 
It may be onr aame in Eartli-s story 

Shall eadure when wa arc no more ; 
For love lives as the Stara barn in glory, 

And the Flowers bud oa Earth's greea floor. 
But a daring high soul you will need, dear love. 

To brave the life-battle with me : 
For your true heart may oftentimes bleed, dear love, 

And yonr sweet eyes dim tearfully. 



ANATHEMA MARANATHA. 

Deeper and deeper the Tyrant's lash ilayeth, 
Swifter and swifter grim Misery slayeth ; 
Tighter and tighter the grip of Toil growetU, 
Nearer and nearer the dark Ruin floweth. 
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And still je bear on, and ye faint hmrt and breath, 
Till je cre^p^ scourged honnds, to yoor kennel of death : 
down to the dost with ye^ coward,^ scd slares, 
Plagne-stricken cuml^er^oonds^ slink to your graves t 

Love is the crown of all life, but ye wear it not ; 
Freedom, Humanity's palm, and ye bear it not ; 
Eeanty spreads banquet for all, bat ye share it not * 
Grimmer the blinding veil glooms, and ye tear it not. 

Weaving your life flowers in Wrong's robe of glory. 
Ye stint in yonr starkness with hearts smitten hoary : 
down to the dnst with ye, cowards and slaves, 
Plague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to your graves ! 

They have broken our hearts for their hunger, and trod 
The wine-press for Death, with the grapes of our God ; 
And ye lick their feet, red with your blood, like dumb 

cattle : 
Ah I better and braver to meet them m battle I 
The bow that Tell drew hath lost none of its spring. 
But ye nerve not with daring the arrow and string : 
Then down to the dnst with ye, cowards and slaves. 
Plague-stricken cumber-grounds, slink to your graves 1 

There's a cnrse on the Mammonites fiery and fell, 
Gold turns their hard hearts into hearthstones for hell ; 
And there's wringing of hands with the Koave and the 

Tyrant, 
For God's graven autograph's on their death*warrant, 
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While lordlier manhood 'neath Freedom's heart yearneLb, 
Up now I while before ye the fire^piUar bameth I 
Or down to the duBt with ye, cowards and slaves, 
Down, down for ever, and slink to your graves I 



THE LOBDS OF LAND AND MONET- 

SoNS of Old England, from the sod, 

TJp-lift the noble brow ! 
Gold apes a tnightier power than God, 

And wealth i:^ worshipt now I 
In all these toil-ennobled lands 

Ye have no heritage : 
They snatch the fruit of yonthful hands, 

The staff from weary age. 
O tell them in their Palaces, 

These lords of Land and Money I 
They shall not kill tlic poor like bees, 

To rob them of Life's honey. 



Thro* long dark years of blood and tears, 
We've toil'd like branded slaves, 

Til! Wrong*s red hand hath made a land 
Of pnnpf^r?^, prisons, p-avcsi I 
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But oar long-sufferaiice etideth now, 

Within the souls of meu 
The fruitful buds of promise blow, 

And Freedom lives again ! 
tell tbem in their Palaces, 

These Lords of Land and Money I 
They shall not kill tbe poor like bees, 

To rob them of Lifers honey. 



Too long have Labour's nobles knelt 

Before exalted '' Uauk ;" 
Within our kouIs tbe iron is felt — 

We hear our fetters clank 1 
A gloriouJs voice goes throbbing forth 

From millions sthring now, 
Who yet before these Gods of earth 

Shall stand with unblencht brow. 
tell them in their Palaces, 

These Lords of Laad and Money I 
Tbey shall not kill the poor like bees, 

To rob them of Lifers honey. 
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LITTLE LILIBELL. 

When unseen fiogers part the leaves, 

And show us Beauty's face ; 
And Earth her breast of glory heaves 

And glows from Spring'a embrace : 
When Flowers on green anil golden wingB 

Float up — Life's sea cloth swell 
And flnsh a world of Tcrnal things, — 

Came little Liljbell. 

And Hke a blessed Bird of calm 

Onr loYe^a sweet wants she stilled, 
Made Passioa's fiery wine run balm, — 

Life's glory half fulfilled I 
Prom dappled dawn to twinkling dark. 

This witching Ariel 
Fills aU our heaven : or like a Lark 

SingB httle LilybelL 



And she ia fair, very fair, — 
Has eyes so like the do?e 1 

And hghtly leans her world of care 
TTpou our arms of love I 
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It cannot be that ye will break 

The promisc-talo yc tell^ 
Ye will not make sach fond hearts ache, 

O little Lilybell I 

As on Life's stream her leaflets spread, 

And tremble in its flow, 
We shndder, lest the awful Dead 

Plnck at her from below ! 
Breathe softly low, ye Wbida that start,--* 

stream, bnt faintly swell ; 
Yonr every motion smites the heart, 

For little Lilybell. 

We tremble i lest the angel Death, 

Who comes to gather flowers 
For Paradise — at her sweet breath, 

Should fall in love with ours 1 
O many a year may come and go 

Ere from Lifers mystic wxll 
Such stream shall flow — such flower shall blow, 

As our sweet Lilybell. 



Oh I when thy dear heart fills with fears. 
And aches with Lore's sweet pain, 

And pale cheeks burn thro^ happy tears 
Like red Rose in the rain — 
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I marTcl Sweet I if we shall see 
The sight and say 'tis well, 

Wheo the Beloved calls for thee. 
Our dainty Lilybell ? 

How rich Lore made the lowly sod 

Where such a Flower hath blown I 
O Love, we love, and think that God 

Is such a love fall-grow a t 
Dear God, that gave the blessed trust, 

Be near, that aU be well, 
And mora and eve bedew our dust, 

For love of Lilybell, 



THE GOLDEN WEDDING-EING. 

Wrra a white hand like a lady, 
And a heart as merry as Spring, 

I am ripe and 1 am ready 
For a golden wedding-ring. 

As the earth with sea is bounded^ 
Aad the Winter-world with Spring, 

So a Maiden's life is ronnded 
With a golden weddiog-riog, 
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This old world is scarce worth eeeio^j 
Till Love waves his purple wing, 

And we gauge the bliss of being, 
Thro' a golden wedding-iimg* 

Would you draw far Edens nearer 
And to Earth the angels bring, 

You must seek the magic mirror 
Of a golden weddiDg-ring. 

I have known full many a Maiden 
Like a white Kose withering, 

Into fresh ripe beauty redden 
Thro' a golden wedding-ring. 

Fmting spirits oft grow fearless, 
Sighing hearts will soar and sing, 

Tearful eyes will laugh out tearless, 
Thro' a golden wedding-ring. 

There's no jewel so worth wearing, 
That a Lover's hands may bring. 

There's no treiisure worth comparing 
With a golden weddiug-ring. 

As the crescent Moon rings golden 
Her full beaTity perfecting, 

Woman's glory Ls unfnlden 
In a golden wedding-ring. 



192 

Ah I when hearts are wildlj Beating', 
And when arms all glowing cling, 

Think Love's circle wants completing 
With a golden wedding-ring. 



THE UNBELOVED. 

Like a tree beside tlie river 

Of her life that runs from me, 
Do I Jean me, nMrmuring ever 

My fond lovers idolatry : 
And I reach ont hands of blessing, 

And I stretch out hands of prayer, 
And with passionate caressing, 

Waste my life upon the air. 
In my ears the Syren river 

Sings, and smiles np m my face ; 
Bnt for ever and for ever 

Runs from my embrace* 



Spring by spring, the branches duly 
Clothe themselves in tender Flower, 

And for her sweet sake m truly 

All their fruit and fragrance shower j 



But, the stream with careless laughter, 

Ran 3 in merry beaut j by, 
And it leaves me yearnmg after — 

Lone to weep^ and lone to die I 
In my ears the Syren river 

Sings, and smiles up in my face ; 
But, for ever and for ever, 

Rans from my embrace. 



I stand 'mazed in the moonlight^ 

O'er its happy ftice to dream t 
I am parched in the noonlight, 

By that cool and brimming stream I 
I am dying by the river 

Of her hfe that rmis from me I 
While it sparkles by me ever 

With its cool felicity [ 
In my ears the Syren rirer 

Binggj and smiles up in my face ; 
But, for ever and for ever, 

Runs from my embrace. 
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DESEBTED. 

LovK came to mc in a rosy clOEd, 

With a golden glory kist ; 
And caught me tip, and in hearen we rode, 

Till it meUed in moiiriLftil mist. 
Gone ! gone I is t!ic light that shone, 

With the dream of tny earlier day : 
And the wild winds moan, and alone, alone, 

I wander my weary way* 

The days come and go, and the seasons roll, — 

la their glory they pass me by ; 
And the lords of life and the happy in soul 

Walk tinder a emihng sky. 
And the sweet springtide comes back to earth, o'er 

The soothed winter sea ; 
But He will return no more, no more, 

Never come back to me. 



It were better that I lay sleeping 

With hi^ baby upon my breast, 
When the weary have done with their weeping 

And the wretched are rockt to their rest. 
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The world is a desolate, drearjr one, 
And full of sad tears at best : 

God, take baek tlij wandering weary one, 
liike a wounds bird home to ita nest* 



LOVE IS IDLENESS. 

Wk sit serenely 'neath the Night, 
As still as starSj witli swift delight j 
In tears, that tell how in Lifers dijep 
The hidden pearls of beauty sleep j 
And silent, as of sleeping Seas, 
And qniet, as of dreaming Trees ; 
The riyer of our bliss runs filled, 
Ita faintest happy murmur stilled* 



Upon my forehead rests thy palm, 
And on my spirit rests thy calm : 
I cannot see thy face, bat know 
Its sea of rose-bloom hath a glow 
Like mby light : and richly lies 
The dew and shadows in thine eyes | 
That ask liow they may soothliest bless. 
Like cry stairwells of tenderness. 
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Warm fragraace^ like the eoul o* the South, 
Is round thee ; and thy damask month 
Dissolves me in delicioas death, 
It doth so breathe ambrosial breath ! 
Musk-roses blowing in the gtoouip 
Drop fragraoce fainting in the room j 
And such &ue saduess fills the air. 
Ripe Life a bloom of dew doth wear. 

We sit, with Bilent glory crowned, 
And Love's arms wound in amorous round ; 
As on rich clouds of fragrance ewim 
The summer dusk, so cool, and dim ! 
While we onr fields of pleasure reap 
Our Babes lie in the wood of Sleep ; 
One— first love's dream of beauty wrought I 
One — the more perfect after-thought I 



The harping hand hath dulled the lyre 
Of thrilling heart-strings. By their fire 
Droopt low^ the dreamy Passions doze, 
In large luxuriance of repose, 
I only see — that thou art near j 
I only feel — I have thee. Dear I 
I only bear thy throbbing heart, 
And know that we can never part. 
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DOWN IN AUSTRALU. 

Quaff a cup^ and send a cheer up for the Old Land I 
We liavG heard the Reapers shout, 
For the Harvest going out, 

With the smoke of battle cloalng round the bold Land : 
And our mCBsnge shall be hurled 
Up the ringing sides o' the world, 

There are true hearts beating for jon in the Gold Land, 

We are with you in your battles, brave and bold Land I 

For the old ancestral tree 

Striketh root beneath the sea, 
And it beareth fruit of Freedom in the Gold Laud I 

We shall come toO| if you call, 

We shall fi^ht on if you fall, 
CromwelVa land must never be a bought and sold Land. 



the standard of the Lord wave o'er the Old Laud I 
For, the waiting world holds breath 
While she treads the dew of Death, 

With the sleeve of Peace stript up from her bare, bold 
hand: 



And Uer rudJ)'^ Hose will blootii 
On the ijosom and tUc tomb 
Of her many Heroes fallen for tiie Old Lund. 

O, a terror to the Tjrant is the Old Laiid ! 

He remembers how she stood 

With her raiment rolled ia blood, 
When the tide of battle burst upon the bold Land, 

And he looks with darkened face, 

For he knows the hero-race 
Sweep the harp of B'reedom — ^draw her Sword with bold 
hand. 



Let thy glorious voice be heard thon great and bold Land I 

Speak the one victorious word, 

And fair Freedom's wandered Bird 
ShaU wing back with leaf of promise from the Old Land t 

And the Peoples shall come out 

From their alayery, with a shout 
For the new world greetmg in the Future's Gold uand. 

When the smoke of Battle rises from the Old Land, 
You shall see the Tjrant down, 
Yon shall see the ransomed crown, 

On the brow of prisoned peoples, freed with bold hand I 
She shall thrash her foes like com ] 
They shall eat the bread of scorn, 

And will sing her song of Triumph In the Gold Land. 
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Qaaff a cup^ autJ mnd a elie<^r np from tbe Gold Laud, 
We bate beard the Raapers sbout. 
For tlie harvest goiug oat, 

Seen the smoke of battle closing round the bold Land, 
And oar message shall be harled 
Up the ringing Bides o' the worlds 

There are troe hearts down here, beating for tbe OW 
Land 



THE EXILE TO HIS COUIfTBT. 

How dimmed is all thy glory, and how dark the shadow 

falls I 
And wild the sorrow waileth thro^ thy hamlets and thy 

halls ! 
Thy banner barns no longer on the moantams and the sea, 
And oh 1 tbe dead are blessed who thy suffering may not 

see. 
How are thy brave ones scattered on many a& alien 

strand t 
Thy darlings leal and true to tbe dear old Motberlaad. 



They ha?e bound thee in tbe grave-olotbes, but, we watcb 

with tears and sighs, 
r;il Freedom comes like Ohrist^ and thou like Laz^rua 

sbalt ri^. 
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TLy pale, pule fiice, ray Country, yet sliall flush with ripe^ 

ijig bloom, 
As Nature^a color kindles when tbe breath of Spring doth 

come. 
Oh I come thou Spring of promise ; mighty Hope, pnt forth 

thy hand, • 

And buUd thy arch of trinmph for the dear old Mother- 

land. 



The Birds that follow Snmmer, they come and they depart, 

■ For the Land of my love^ and the home of my heart : 
And, like a wounded Bird, my spirit trembles in the wind^ 
And flutters down : and they are gone and I am left 

behind 1 
my Dovelets in the net I tbe spoiler*s bloody hand ! 
And 1 so far away from the dear old Motherland. 



Sometimes when life is darkest, a glory bursts its glooms, 
As Lightuing thro' the startled night, the face of things 

illumes ; 
A sudden splendour smites me, and ere the thunders roll, 
I see thy face look radiant thro' the darkness of my soul i 
he feet of Freedom, 



Bitting 



great 



grand, 



Thy children happy in thy smile, thou dear old Mother- 
land, 




O tbou among the nations, for tbj migbt shalt yet be 

themed, 
Thj fatal curse of Beauty by Lovers blessing all redeemed I 
The red wounds where they pierced thee, shall to sears of 

glory turn, 
And in thy tearful eyes the light of boundless life shall 

born ! 
The heavens are filled mth Martyrs, bat the earth still 

holds a band 
Who meet in battle yet for the dear old Motherland. 



Oh ! many are the gallant hearts will never answer when 

Thy clarion-cry shall call ns up to the field again I 

And many are the tears must fall, and prayers go up to 

God, 
But swift the vintage ripens, and the winepress shall be 

trod I 
The Harvest reddens rich for death 1 the Reapers clench 

the hand. 
And Victory comes to wed his bride^ thou dear old 

Motherland. 
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THE DESEETER FBOM THE CAUSE- 

Hi is gone : bettar so. We shoold know who stand 
imder 

Oar B&imer : let none but the trusty remain I 
For there's stem work at hand^ aad the time comes shall 
Bunder 

The shell from the pearl, and the chaff from the grain ! 
And the heart that thi o* danger and death will be dutiful — 

Sonl that with Oranmer in fire would shake bands i 
With a Life, like a palace-home built for the Beautiful j 

Freedom of all her Beloved demands f 



He Is gone from us I Yet shall we march on Tictoriotis, 

Hearts burning like Beacons^-ejea fixt on the Goal I 
And if we fall fighting, we fall like the Glorious ; 

With face to the Stars, and all heaven in the aonl I 
And aye for the brave stir of battle we'll barter 

The sword of life sheatht in the peace of the grave : 
And better the fieriest fate of the Martyr, 

Tlian live like the Coward, and die like the Slave 1 



THff ABE BCT GIA5TS WHILE WE 
EIEEl. 



Goon People ! pot no £uUi in Kioigi, mat in jonr Friuees 

trast. 
Who break jour bests for liread, and grind yamr faces in 

th€ dafilf 
The Palace Paupers look from kttice lii^ and mock yoor 

prayer: 
The Champions of the Chrat are dumb, or golden bit thej 

wear! 
O btit to see ye bend no moTB to eartVi mmeHemrsM 

thmgft— ' 
Ye are God'i Oraeles : stand forth ! be Nature's Priests 

aod KingB 1 
Ye figbt and bleed* while Forttme^fi darlings filink in 

Eplendld lair ; 
With lives that erawl, like worms throngh buried Beauty's 

golden hair I — 
A tale of lives wnan^ out in tearp their Grandear's garb 

re?eals^ 
And the last sobs of breaking hearts ^tind iu their Cha= 

riot-wheels ! 



204 



league 7fr-M:ruah the things that kill all lore and 

lib^rtj 1 
They are but Giaata while we kneel : oki leap, akd up 

GO We, 



Trusl not the Prieets, their tears are lies, their hearts are 

hard and cold ; 
They lead ye to sweet pastares, where they tieeco the 

foolish fold ! 
The Church and State are Unkt and sworn to desolate the 

land. 
Good people, 'twixt these Fozea' tails, We^U fling a fiery 

hrand ! 
Up, if ye will be free, to golden calves no longer bow : 
The Nations yearn for Itberty — the world is earnest 

now ! 
Your beut-knee is half-way to hell t — Up, Serviles, from 

the dust 1 
The Harvest of the free red-ripens for the sickle-thrust. 
They're qnakiug now, and shaking now, who've wrongbt 

the hurtling sorrow, 
To-day the desolators, but the desolate To-raorrow 1 
Load o*er their murder's menace wakes the watchword of 

the Free : 
They are but Giants while we kneel ; okk ulap, axd up 

GO We I 




4]i!d«lM 

Tbmkhawibeji 

Whom hm^ Ike poRm i^tm D6ak% Scjtfae fell in « 

Te plead in Tmta, j« faieed ib TStn, aih ! BHiid ! wbeu iriH 

yeeee 
Thej ai^ but Gianti whOe we kneel ? One leaf, ax» trr 



The merry flowtra are spooging frran our lftst-Tc«r 

As tbeir dreflms had token Llossom tellmg whut ih^j 
would have told ; 
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Of all our rainbowed Fntare ; and what this earth shall 

be, 
When we hare bartered blows and lx)uds for life and 

lil}erty. 
Ah ! what a face of glorjr shall the weary world put oa, 
Wbeo Lore ib crowuM^ and shall king the heart its royal 

throne I 
O we shall see our darlings smile,— who meet us tearful 

noWj^ 
Ere the Eternal morn breaks grey, on the Beloved's 

brow : 
And Love shall give the kiss of Death no more to those 

we love, 
And pride, not shame, shall flush the faee of our heart- 

nestUng Dove, 
Ronse, Titanf?, gcale th' Olympus where the hindering 

Tyrants be : 
They are but Giants while we kneel ; onk lkap, ani> up 

00 We. 




Tia bard, 'tis hard to wander on through thia bright 
■ world of onrs, 

Beneath a skj of smiling blue, on velvet paths of flowers, 

I With music in the woods, as there were nought but 
joyanee known, 
Or AngeU walkt earth's soUtudes, and yet with want to 
groan, 
To see no beauty in the stars, nor in God^s radiant smile. 
To wail and wander misery-cnrst ] willing^ but cannot 
toil. 

■ There's burning sickness at my heart, I sink down 
famisb^d I 
God of the wretched, bear my prayer : I would that I were 
^ dead I 



HeaTen dropped down with manna still in many a golden 

showV, 
I And feeds the leaves with fragrant breath, with silver dew 

the flow'r. 
[There's honeyed fruit for bee and bird, with bloom lauglis 

out the tree, 
I And food for all God^s happy thinp ; but none gives food 

to me. 




SOS 



Earth, deckt with Flentj*s garland-crown, smiles on mj , 
aching eye, ■ 

The pnrsfr-prQndf — swathed in luxury — disdainful pass 
me by ; 

I'?e eager hands, atid earnest heart — ^but may not work 
for bread ! 

God of the wretched, hear my prayer . T would that I were , 
dead ! 
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Gold, art thou not a blessed thing ; a charm abore all 

other, 
To shnt up hearts to Js'ature's cry, when brother pleads 

with brother 7 
Hast thou a music sweeter than the voice of loving- 
kindness ? 
No ! curse thee, tbouVt a mist 'twixt God and man in 

outer blindness. 
** Father, come back I" my children cry ; their voices, 

once so sweet, 
Kow quiver lance-like in my bleeding heart I 1 cannot 

meet 
The looks that make the brain go mad, for dear ones 

asking bread — 
God of the wretched, hear my prayer : I would that I were 

dead I 




Lord ! w^ii^lift liftwtihe|MMr lawed? Lore's Cor Hie 

gildBd great: 
Are tiief wA> fanM of Mliier daj^ wlio dine tM $!Mm 

plate? 
Tis the worst ctirsc of PoTcrt j to hsTie a feeling heart i 
Wlij can I not, witli tn»rgns|», tear otit the te&der part ? 
I eaimot sUre in joa B&sdB« ! Ak no 'twere bitterer pain. 
To wear the Panper's iron within, than dra^^ the CooTin's 

' chaiiL 
I'd work bttt cannot, starre I may, hnt wOl not beg for 

bread : 

God of the wretched, hear my prayer ; I woold that I 
■ were dead l 

I I LOT 



I 



I LOVE MT LOVE, AID MT LOTE LOVES 



The life of life's when for another we're living, 

Whose spirit responds to ours like a sweet Psalter ; 

When heart-smiles are baming, and flame-words out- 
giving 
The fire we have lit on her heart's holy Akiu- I 

Love, God's religion I Love, burning and slBrriiwl ! 
The soul must be beautiful where tbou art piiliicod ; 

1 mark where thy klss-ae^l is set on the fovelicnd, 



I 
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I know wh^% llhj dew of heaven's richtiest chalked. 
Timl radiant brow breaketh thro' dotid and world-^taiu, 

And stnMi^ la that soul in the battle of Ihitj ; 
Smiluig May-sunshine thro^ Life's Wmter^ratn, 

AH OQler tliiiigis clothing with inner-world he^utf I 
TU writ In thu face, whose heart singeth for glee, 
** I love mj Love, and mj Lorii lores meJ^ 

Once I was arweary d life and the world, 

And the voice of Delight on my heart fell accurst, 
And ro? eyes oft with tearnirops nuweetinglj pearlM, 

I had no one to lore, tlm' with Ioto mj heart burst : 
Then on me a sweet dream of Paradise stole — 

Tarn'd to radiance the shadows that brooded around me ; 
And walking the gardens that Eden my soul, 

One morning* mj Love, like another Ere, found rae : 
She lookt, and a maelstrom of joy whirled my bosom ; 

She smiled, and my being ran bliss to the brim ; 
She spake ^ and my eager heart flasht into blossom ; 

Dear Heaven I 'twas the music set to my Life's hymn I 
And up went ray soul to God, shouting for gl^ 
** I love my Love, and my Love loves me/^ 



! 

I 



I know, Love of mine I time may nevermore bring 
Back the lost freshness tliat clad my young heart : 

But, looking on thee, dear ! sweet thoughts will up-springy 
As from the cold tomb the green verdure will start 
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I look in thine ejes^ and, O joy to tlie weeper ! 

Their love-ligbt makes snnshiDe of all mj dark fears ; 
And what made raj heart foitit, lifts it now, a gtroug 
leaper 1 
And rivers of him flood ita channels of tears. 
I had deemed its wealth flung on sands barren and hurntngp 

And sweet 't is to find my Liff/s curreot agam, 
i Caught up in thy Lovers preeioas chaJ ice— returning 
Like dew that hath been to heaven, dropping in rain. 
And my heart's perpetual bjmn shall be, 
** I loTe ray Love, and my Lovt loves me." 



THE THREE VOICES. 



A WAiMNO voice comes up a desolate road, 

Drearily, drearily, drearily 1 
[ Where mankind have trodden the by-way of blood. 

Wearily, wearily, wearily ! 
[Like a sound from the Dead Sea all sbronded in glooms, 
With breaking of hearts^ fetters clanking, men groan* 
ing; 

Or chorus of Raveiw, that eroak among tombg, 
It cornea witJi the mo urn fullest moaning : 
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*' Weep, weep, weep I" 
Yoke-fdlows, listcit, 
Till tearful eyes glisten : 
T? IB the voice of the Past ; the dark, grtm^featured Past, 
1 AH sud as the shnek of the midnight blast ; 

Weep, weep, weep, 
Teare to wash out the red, red stam, 

Where earth hath been fatted 
By brave hearts that rotted, 
And life ran a deluge of hot, bloody rain : 
Weep, weep, weep. 



Another voice comes from the millions that bend, 

Tearfully^ tearfnlly, tearfully I 
I'rom hearts which the scourges of Slavery rend, 

Fearfully, fearfully, fearfully I 
From many a worn, noble Bpirit that breaks. 

In the world's solemn shadows adown in Life*s valleys, 
From Mine, Forge, and Loom, trumpet-tongued it awakes, 
On the soul wherein Liberty rallies : 
"Work, work, work." 
Yoke-fellows, listen. 
Till earnest eyes glisten ; 
'T is the voice of the Present. It bids us, my brothers. 
Be Freemen : and then for the freedom of others 
Workp work, work J 



[Tor the Many a holocaust long to the Few ; 
work while yc may I 
work while ^t is day 1 

[And ding to each other, united and true : 
Work, work, work. 



liere cometh another voice sweetest of all, 
Cheerily, cheerily, cheerily 1 
Lnd my heart Icapeth up at its glorious call^ 
Merrily^ merrily, merrily I 
' It comes like the soffc touch of Sprmg-tide, un-warptng 

The thrall of oppression that hound m : 
It comes like a choir of the Seraphim, harping 
^L Their gladsomest music around m : 
^B " Hope, hope, hope T' 

^H Yoke-fellowa^ listen, 

^M Till gleeful eyes glisten : 

^"Tls the Yoice of the Future, the sweetest of all, 
That makes the heart leap lo its glorious call 
K Hope, hope, hope 1 

Brothers, step forth in the Future's vau, 
For the worst is past, 
^P Ktght conqaers at last, 

And the better day dawns upon sufferlug man : 
Hope, hope, hope. 
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THE WOESER, 

1 C4EE not a corse thoagh &om birth be mberit 

Tlie tear-bitter bread and the ringings of scorn. 
If the mail be but one of God^s uobles in spirit, — 

Thongh iieomless, richly sourd,— 'heartsomCj though 
worn — 
And will not for golden bribe loat it or flatter^ 

But clings to the Right ave, as steel to the pole : 
He maj sweat at tlie plough, loom, or anvil, no matter, 

I'U own him the man that is dear to mj souL 

HIb hand tnaj be bard, and his raimeat be tatter'd. 

On straw-pallet nightly his weary hmba rest ; 
If his brow wear tbe stamp of a spirit anfetteFd, 

I'm mining at once for the gems in his breast. 
Give me the true man, who will fear not nor falterp 

Though Want be his guerdon, the Workhouse his goal, 
Till his heart has burnt out upon Liberty's Altar : 

For this is the man I hold dear to my soul. 



True hearts, in this brave world of blessings and beauty. 
Aye scorn the poor splendour of losel and lurker ; 

And Toil is creation's crowti, worsliip is duty, 

And greater than Gods in old days is the Worker, 
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?or as tiie wealtb-laden worid labourelh ef er ; 

For OS harvesU ripeti, winds blow, watefs roll ; 
And him who gives back in his ma^hi of endeaTOor, 
1*U cherish, — a maa ever dear to mj eool. 




THE AWAEEHISG OF TBE PEOPLE. 



O SWEET is the fair face of Xatore, when Spring 
With li?tng fiower-rainbow in glory bath gpaon'd 

HUl and dak ; and the music of birds on the wing 
^b Makes earth seem a beaatifiil faerj laud ! 

And dear is our first-loTe*s jonug spirit- wed bride. 
With her meek eyes just sheathing in tender eclipse, 

When the sound of our voice calls her hearths ruddy tide, 
Uprushbg in beauty to melt on her lips, 
^ But Earth has do sight half so glorious to &ee, 

As a People np-glrding its might to be free. 



I 



o see men awake from the slumber of ages, 
With brows grim from labour, and hands hard and tan, 
Start up living heroes, the dreanit-of by Sages ! 
And smite with stroBg arm the oppressors of man : 
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To see tliem come daimtleas forth ^mid the world's warring, 
Slaves of the midnight-mme I serfs of the sod I 

Show bow the Eteroal withia them is stirring. 
And tieyer more hend to a crowned clod : 

Dear God I 'tis a sight for Immortals to see, — 

A People uj)-girding its might to be free. 

Battle on bravely , sons of humanity I 

Dash tlown the cup from your lips, O ye Toilers I 
Too long hath the world bled for Tyrants' insanity — 

Too loDg our weakness been strength to our spoilers. 
For Freedom and Right, gallant hearts^ wrestle ever^ 

And speak ye to others the proud woihI that won ye : 
Your rights conqaer^d once, shall he wrung from you 
ncTer j 

battle on bravely ; the world's eyes are on ye ; 
And Earth, hath no sight half so glorious to see, 
As a People up-girding its might to be free 1 



PRESS OK. 

pRi^ss on, press on, ye Rulers, in. the roused world% 

forward track : 
It moves too sure for yc to put the clock of Freedom 

back \ 
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We're gathering ap from near and fsLT, with souls in fiery 

glow, 
And Right doth bare its arm of mi^t, to bring the spoilers 

low. 
Kings, Priests, ye're fer too costly, and we weary of your 

role ; 
We crown no more " Dirinity," where Nature writeth 

" Fool f* 
Te must not bar our glorious path as in the days agone ; 
We know that God made Men, not Princes, Kings, or 

Priests. — Press on ! 

Press on, press on, ah I " Nobles !" ye have play'd a 

daring game ; 
But your star of strength is failing, fades the prestige of 

your name : 
Too long have ye been fed and nurst on human blood and 

tears ; 
The naked truth is known, and Labour leaps to life, and 

swears 
His pride of strength to bloated Ease he will no longer 

give: 
For all who live should labour ; " Lords," then all who 

work might live I 
The combat comes I make much of what ye^'e wrung 

from Fatherland I 
Press on, press on ! To-day we plead, To-morrow well 

command. 

10 
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Press on I a million paaper-foreheads bend in Misery's 

dast ; 
Ood's champions of the golden Trnth still eat the mouldy 

crnst : 
This damning curse of Tyrants must not kill the nation's 

heart ; 
The spirit in a milliou Slaves doth pant on fire to start, 
And strive to mend the world, and walk in Freedom's 

march sublime ; 
While myriads sink heart-broken, and the land o'er- 

swarms with crime. 
" O God 1" they cry, " we die, we die, and see no earnest 

won I" 
Brothers, join hand and heart, and in the work press on, 

press on I 



MERRY OHRISTMAS EVE. 

Merry Christmas Eve 1 in the Palace where knavery 

Crowds all the treasures the fair world can render ; 
Where spirits grow rusted in silkenest slavery, 

And life is out-panted, iu sloth, and in splendour ; 
In gladness and glory, Wealth's darlings were meeting, 

And jewel-claspt fingers linkt softly again ; 
New friendships were twining, and old friends were greeting, 

And twin hearts grew one, in God's golden love-chain. 
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Merry Christmas Eve ! in a poor man's grim hovel, 

There hnddled in silence a famishing family ; 
Chnrch-bells were laughing in musical revel, 

They heard the loud mockery, withnbrows throbbing 
clammily ; 
All in the merry tune there they sat, mourning — 

Two sons — two brothers — in penal chains bleeding ; 
Their hearts wandered forth to the never-returning, 

Who rose on their vision, pale, haggard, and pleading. 

Merry Christmas Eve ! for the rich, as in duty. 

Taste pander'd and ruby wine woo'd on the board, 
Byes smiled in feigned glory, on birth, and on beauty ; 

And lymg lips flattered the Mammonite lord. 
Love-kisses sobb'd out, 'twixt the rollic and rout. 

And Hope went forth, reaping-in long-promist treasure. 
What matter, tho' hearts might be breaking without ? 

Their groans were unheard in the palace of pleasure. 

Merry Christmas Eve 1 but the stricken ones heard 

No neighbourly welcome, no kind voice of kin ; 
They lookt at each other, but spake not a word, 

While through crevice, and cranny, the sleet drifted in, 
In a desolate corner, one, hunger-kilPd, lay. 

And the mother's hot tears were the bosom-babe's food 
What marvel, Statesmen, what marvel, I pray. 

Such misery nurseth Crime's dark viper-brood ? 
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O men, angel-imaged in Nature's fair mint, 

And is it for this, ye were fashioned divine 7 
Ah, Where's the god-stamp — ^Immortality's print ? 

We are tyrants and slaves, knit in one tortured twine : 
That a few, like to gods, may stride over the earth, 

Millions, born to heart-murder, are given in pawn , 
AVhen will the world quicken for Liberty's birth, 

Which she waiteth, with eager wings beating the dawu ? 

False Priest, dare ye say 'tis the will of your God 

(And shroud the Christ's message in dark sophistry), 
That tliese millions of paupers should bow to the sod ? 

Up, up, trampled hearts, it's a lie ! it's a lie ! 
They may carve "State" and "Altar" in characters 
golden, 

But Tyranny's symbols are ceasing to win ; 
Be stirring, people, your scroll is unfolden, 

And bright be the deeds ye emblazon therein. 



ALL'S RIGHT WITH THE WORLD. 

Sweet Phosphor tricks to a smile the brow of heaven, 
Dawn's golden springs surge into floods of day, 
Lush-leavy woods break into singing, Earth 
From dewy dark rolls round her balmy side, 
And all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 
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Spring with a tender beauty clothes the Earth, 
Happy, and jewelled like a sumptuous Bride, 
As tho' she knew no sorrow — ^held no grave : 
No glory dims for all the hearts that break. 
And all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

Birds sing as sweetly on the blossomed boughs, 
Suns mount as royally their sapphire throne, 
Stars bud in gorgeous gloom, and harvests yield, 
As tho' man nestled in the lap of Love : 
All, all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

But slip this silken-folded mask aside. 

And lo, Hell welters at our very feet 1 

The Poor are murder'd body and soul, the Bich 

In Pleasure's chalice melt their pearl of life 1 

Ay, all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

Lean out into the looming Future, mark 
The battle roll across the night to come I 
' See how we right our Wrongs at last," Revenge 
Writes with red radiance on the midnight heaven : 
Yet, all goes right, and merrily, with the world. 

So Sodom, grim old B>eveller I went to death. 
Voluptuous Music throbb'd thro' all her courts. 
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Mirth wanton'd at her heart, one pulse before 
Fire-tongues told out her bloody tale of wrong,— 
And all went right, and merrily, with the world« 



BRIDAL SONG. 



Gaily the Sun woos the Spring for his Bride 

With kisses all warm and golden ; 
Till the life at her heart she no longer may hide, 

And the wealth of her lover is unfolden. 

With kisses, sweet kisses, the mellow Rains start 

The virgin flowers a-blossom : 
And ripen their beauty till fragrant lips part. 

And Love's jewel gleams rich in their bosom. 

Faint with love wingeth the wantoning Wind, 
And yearns as its heart were a-breaking. 

And kisses sweet kisses, till buds be untwined ; 
And the young leaves all are awaking. 

The wrinkled old Sea sidles up the sands. 

And lavishes kisses in showers 
On the Earth, till the Grey-beard's young darling stands 

All dressed in her bridal flowers I 
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And there's nothing so dauity-sweet in life 
As to kiss the Maid, glowing and tender, 

Till the heart of the Wife, giveth up in the strife, 
Full-flowering in Love's splendour. 



A CHAUNT. 



Earth like a Lover poor and low 
Feasts on Night's queenly beauty now ; 
While I, with burning heart and brow, 

Awake to weep for thee. Love ! 
The spangled glories of the Night, 
The Moon that walks in soft, white light, 
These cannot win my charmed sight. 

Or lure a thought from thee, Love I 

I'm thmking o'er the short, sweet hour, 

Our hearts drank up Love's growth of power, 

And summer'd as in Eden's bower. 

When I was blest with thee, Love ! 
There burn'd no beauty on the trees. 
There woke no song of birds or bees, 
But Love's cup for us held no lees. 

And I was blest with thee. Love. 



Then graud and golden fancies spring 
From out my heart, on splendid wing, 
Like Chrysalis from Life's wintering — 

Bnrst bright and summcringly, LoTe I 
And as a Chief of battle lost 
Coants, and recounts, his stricken host. 
Stands tearful Memory making most 
f Of all that's toucht with thee, Love. 

Perchance in Pleasure's brilliant bower 
Thy heart may half forget Love's power, 
But at this still and starry hour 

Does it not turn to me, Love ? 
0, by all pangs for thy sweet sake, 
In my deep love thy heart-thirst slake. 
Or, all-too-full, my heart must break : 

Break I break I with loving thee, Love I 



SONG. 

O LAY thy hand in mine, dear ! 

We're growing old, We're growing old ; 
But Time hath wrought no sign, dear, 

That hearts grow cold, that hearts grow cold. 
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^Tis long, long since our new love 
Made life divine, made life divine ; 

But age enricheth true love, 

Like noble wine, like noble wine. 

lay thy cheek to mine, dear, 

And take thy rest, and take thy rest ; 
Mine arms around thee twine, dear. 

And make thy nest, and make thy nest. 
A many cares are pressing 

On this dear head, on this dear head ; 
But Sorrow's hands in blessing 

Are surely laid, are surely laid. 

lean thy life on mine, dear I 

'Twill shelter thee, 'twill shelter thee. 
Thou wert a winsome vine, dear. 

On my young tree, on my young tree : 
And so, till boughs are leafless, 

And Song-birds flown, and Song-birds flown, 
Well twine ; then lay us, griefless. 

Together down, together down. 
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ENGLAND GOES TO BATTLE. 

Now, glory to our England, 

As she rises, calm and grand, 
With the ancient spirit in her eyes, — 

The good Sword in her hand ! 
Our royal right on battle-ground. 

Was aye to bear the brunt : 
Ho ! brave heart ! for one passionate bound, 

And take thy place in front ! 
Now glory to our England, 

As she rises, calm and grand, 
With the ancient spirit in her eyes — 

The good Sword in her hand I 



Who would not fight for England ? 

Who would not fling a life 
I' the ring, to meet a Tyrant's gage, 

And glory in the strife ? 
Her stem is thorny, but doth burst 

A glorious Rose a-top I 
And shall our dear Rose wither ? First 

We'll drain life's dearest drop ! 
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Who would not fight for England ? 

Who would not fling a life 
I' the ring, to meet a Tyrant's gage, 

And glory in the strife ? 



To battle goes our England, 

All as gallant and as gay 
As Lover to the Altar, on 

A merry marriage-day. 
A weary night she stood to watch 

The battle-dawn up-rolPd ; 
And her spirit leaps within, to match 

The noble deeds of old. 
To battle goes our England, 

All as gallant and as gay • 
As Lover to the Altar, on 

A merry marriage-day. 



Now, fair befall our England, 

On her proud and perilous road ; 
And woe and wail to those who make 

Her foot-prints red with blood ! 
Up with our red-cross banner — ^roll 

A thunder-peal of drums 1 
Fight on there, every valiant soul, 

And courage I England comes I 
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Now, fair befall our England, 
On her proud and perilous road : 

And woe and wail to those who make 
Her footprints red with blood ! 

Now, victory to our England ! 

And where'er she lifts her hand 
In Freedom's fight, to rescue Bight, 

God bless the dear Old Land I 
And when the Storm has pass'd away. 

In glory and in calm. 
May she sit down, i' the green o' the day 

And sing her peaceful psalm 1 
Now, victory to our England I 

And where'er she lifts her hand 
In Freedom's fight, to rescue Right, 

God bless the dear Old Land I 
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